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TO TOH RIGHT HONO^UIBLE 

LADY WILLIAM: BENTINCK. 

Madam, 

With very sincere gratitude I avail 
myself of the permission so kindly grants 
ed to inscribe the accompanyoig volame 
of Poems to your name. It is, I belieye, 
the finrt production of the kind, esnanat-* 
ing from 9^ female pen, which has issued 
froBA the Calcutta Press. May I yen*- 
ture to hail its 4ppeiu^c6 under your 
patronage^ 9^ an auspicious omen of the 
advancement of literature in the Eas£ ? 
Recommepded by th^ sanction of a Lady 
eminently distinguished for the accom- 
plishments aiid virtues which add lustre 
to nobk bitth, it will, I hope, stimulate 
my ooubtry women in India to cultivate 
those intellectual pur^tsi whi^h have 
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raised so many female writers to emi- 
nence at home : and should the perusal 
of '^,Tlie Oriental Sketches'' incite more 
gifted pens to the illustration of the 
scenery of this sunny land, I shall feel 
highly gratified in having pointed out a 
mme of rich materials to their notiice. I 
am most happy ip the opportunity jfcfford- 
ed mie to offer a tribute of gratitude, 
however faint^ to a country wherem I 
Have found so kind a welcome ; and I 
entertain a pleai^jjig hope that ^e volume 
which your Ladyship has honoured by 
an approval, will be acceptable to all 
who possess congenial minds. 

I have the *honour to remain. 

Your Ladyship's, 

Most obedient Servant, 

EMMA ROBERTS. 

Agra, AprU QOih, 1^. 
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Is giving this littte volume to the puMic; 
the author has a very pleasing task to fulfil in 
the assurance of the vivid sense sh^ entertains 
of the honour conferred upoin her by the p8^ 
tronag« which has: ushered her poems inOd the' 
world, in a manner at once so brilliant- and so 
flattering; For the support which she ha^ 
met with in the Upper ProTiiiees (which have 
added upwards of three hundred nafties t6 ih^ 
accompanying list of subscribers) i^e- feelif 
most deeply indebted r the success is rnipaiM^ 
lelled in the ahnakof Orii^tal Literature, andf 
demands her warmest ' thanks. 
' The author fdete Y^ prdud' of the welcome 
which her book has received- in a land Wh^re 
she expected to find strangers, but where she 
has met with so many- persons of taste and 
talent by whom the.formei'productionsof her 



pen were not unknown nor unprized ; and 
most gladly avails herself of so suitable an 
occasion for the expression of her gratitude 
to all those friends whose watui and zealous 
support has ensured the success of her present 
work« 

Tliere is however oim person to ^hoily morb 
particular acknowle^mentt^ are due, ^ and she 
with great pkawre mentions her Qbli^tiod^ 
tqlVfr-H. L.V4 Dkrozio, to whose' invaluafala 
assistance she id indebted for the superintei^ 
dance of h^r volume through the Pi«8s;**-<i^ 
tiMsk which the ^stance of her residence from 
Calcutta precluded her from performing, and 
Vbi^h non^ save a jpoet could have executed 
sf al^j:. The author must ever deem herself 
IcNctunsito in proourifig for so important sM 
undertaking the aid of a gentleman wbcMSib 
w^eUrcarped . reputatjbon tonferd honour upon 
the ,p9giB4( which havjQ oxpeffiaueed hisguwrd^ 
iilg qare. from, those typograpbidd ^rors 
frhiph tb^y could not otherwise have escaped. 

\j April QOth^liSa. 
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ORIENTAL SCENES. 



A SCENE IN THE DOAAB. 

In tangled deptlui the jangles fipread 

Around the aplitaiy scene, 
The lurking panther's suUen tread 

Marks the wild paths of the ravine; 

Here too the fierce hyena prowls. 

Haunting the dark JheeV^. broad Is^goopi^, 

And here, at eve, the wo|&ciid> howls, 
And famished jackalls bay the moon. 

Its scorching bi:efi(h tiie hot wisA pqurs 
Along the arid waste; and loud, 

The storm-fiend of Ae d^S(^ ro^^rs, 
When bursts the sable thunder-cloud, 

B 



A crumbling mosque — a ruined fort — 
Hastening alike to swift decay, 

Where owls and vampire bats resort. 
And vultures hide them from the day, 

Alone remain to tell the tale 

Of Moslem power, and Moslem pride, 
When shouts of conquest filled the gale 

And swords in imtive blood w^e dyed. 

They sleep — ^the slayer and the slain — 
A lowly grave jhe victor shares 

With the weak slave who wore the chain 
None save a craven spirit wears. 

Yet had the deeds which they have done 
Lived in the poet's deathless song, . 

These nameless spahis would have won 
All that to vidour's hopes belong. 




They brought their faith from distant lands^ 
They reared the Moslem badge on Iiigh, 

And swept away with reeking brands 
The reliques of idolatry. 

Where'er they spread their prophet's creed 
The guilty rites of Brama fled ; 

No longer shrinking victims bleed^ 
Nor sleeps the living with the dead. 

The frantic shrieks of widowed brides 
From burning piles resound no inore^ 

Nor Granges' desecrated tides 

Bear human offerings from its shore. 

Their wreaths have faded — ^lizards bask 
Upon the marble pavement, where, 

'Twas erst the dark-eyed beauty's task 
To crown with flowers her raven hair. 
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Unheeded bow the scorpioti crawls, 
And snakes unscathed in idlence glide. 

Where ouce the lnjright Zenana*$ halk 
To woman's feet were sanctified. 

No trace remains of those gay hours 
When lamps, in golden radiance bright. 

Streamed o'er these now deserted towers 
The sunshine of their perfumed light. 

The maiden's song, the anklet's bells 
So sweetly ringing o'er the floor. 

And eyes as soft as the gazelle's 
Are heard, acnd seen, and felt no more. 

Now all is silent; die wild cry 
Of savage beasts ah>ne is heard. 

Or wrathful tempest harrying by. 
Or moaningis of Isom^ desert bird* 




THE BRAMIN. 

It is a iovelj solitude— the cl^^ 

Rich with emboweriiig trees^ and jg^arhotded 
With mantling^ creepeiB, towons abore the skiff 

Moored where die Ganges' sacred waters spread 
Their wafertes bdow — ^and croiming that ^freen he^ht 

In graceful beauty^ with its marhk dome^ 
And terraced stanr% descending flight by flighty 

Appears the holy Bramin's gorgeoos home— 
His templ^ and his dwelling plaee-*-«ind there 

He pondere o'er the Vedas day by day. 
Passing the dlent hours iii lonely^.fHrByery 

Or shading jfrom the sim^s too fer^nt ray 
The flowers he tends to deck the holy shrine. 

Or strew the bright pagoda's gmidte floor; 
And while his skilful hands the choplets twihe^ 

His thoughts aboVie the world's dark confines soar. 
At ere he trims the lamp^ the beacon light 

That beams wilhm the Mhut^s ridi'*calptiired cell. 
And when the stara annoonce approftchng n^t. 

With silvery sound awakes the vesper bell. 
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TbiS Brmnin*% meak are thBgal — some fair tree 

YMdu him itM fruitage^ and the piecioas grain 
Bpringmg aroand in ridi fintilify, 

Tb<; f€^ and simple wants of life sustain. 
A Mcamty mat upon die pavement sfn-ead 

Before the temple's thrediold, whefe the sky 
Above the tranquil sleeper's homble bed 

lias flang its star-enam^ed canopy, 
18lttffi<!«« for bis resting place— bb dress 

Betrays not splendom-'s pomp, nor priestly pride, 
Carelesai, and free from augbt of costliness, 

The triple tbread across tbe sboulder tied, 
Around tbe waist the muslin's ample fold 

Beaching with graceful flow below the knee, 
Tbe snow-white .turban round the temples rolled 

Complete the unpretending drapery, 
lieasks nor gold nor gems — to him the lore 

Tbe Shaster^s venerated page affords. 
Is dearer tear than all the glittering store 

That worldly men bare purchased with their swords. 



Yet is he wealthy — ^the pomegranate droops 

Its ruby blossoms to his gathering hand^ 
Its richly loaded bough the mango stoops, 

And sheds its living gold at his command. 
While sweeping romid him are a gorgeous train, 

Herons, and peacocks, doves, and paroquets; 
The balbul breathes to him its sweetest strain, 

And pigeons nestle on the minarets. 
While his peculiar care, the mournful bird. 

Who when the sun has left the river's breast. 
With restless wing and wailing cry is heard 

Calling his mate to her deserted nest. 
With the bright tribe around him lives unharmed; 

There too the moping ape securely dwells. 
For the pagoda's dome-crowned height is charmed, 

And prayers are potent as magicians' spells. 
The Moosaulmaun the Bramin's law reveres. 

Nor dyes his weapon in forbidden blood. 
And even the Christian, from his sport forbears, 

Within the precints of the sacred wood. 



Courteous tp 4U-««4I|^ fttWffBt from <to W^, 

Who mo<Hrs hia Imdg^rov op tb(9 strmd U^iiyeMli, 
Is welcomed m ^ Bcmuo'f lio|iQ\ired ffUfst, 

And for hia hands are twined tb^ brigh^iit wrptath. 
Oh ! wha that jhaa appvoached that holy tnm 

Can paasi mdieeding from the Messed sppt. 
Where peace, and hope, and sweet conientattanl ra^, 

Nor sigh with enry at the Bnimin's lot, 
Who purified and free from worldly oartt| 

In sacred duties all bis life empl<qns, 
And in earthfs sorrows bearing little shave^ 

The dearest, brightest bliss of Hsaren a^oys) 
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THE TAAJE MAHAL. 
Empress of beauty! must those eyes of ligh^ 

Stars of my soul, that o'er life's paths have thrown 

♦ 

Bays than the sun's beams more serenely bright, 

Be quenched in darkness j has their lustre flown 
For ever; and the vermeil of thy lips , 

Sustained a last, immutable eclipse ? 



• ■ ■« 



Oh ! thou wert far more beautiful than those 
Fair forms of genii by poets sung, . ^ 

More blooming than thine own CashineriaQ rose, 
O'er thy soft cheek a crimson tint was flungi 

Like morn's first flushes, or the blush that dyes 

The glowing sun-sets of our eastern skies. 






Fair as thou wert, thy beauty's light was dim 
To the more holy radiance of thine heart, 

For thou wert pure as heaven-bom seraphim, 
Thou wert my blessed oner-4;hQju art, thou art— •, 

Still dost thou live and breathe, and. I inayslaniui,. 

Thy form in rapture to my breast again. 

c 
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It may not be— the faint, the trembling pulse, 
So like the flutterings of a wounded bird, 

The painful throes which those pale lips convulse, 
The sighs, like rose leaves in the night breeze stirred, 

Tell me thy doom — and I — I see my fate — 

Queen of my soul, thou leavest me desolate. 

Oh! could the treasures of the world restore 
Thy &ding health, beloved one,— Shah Jehan 

Countless as yon bright river's sands would pour 
The pearls, and gems, and gold of Hindoostan, 

4 

And yield his empires o'er the world to be ' 
Master of one poor straw-thatched hut— with thee. 

But since, nor gems, nor pearls, nor gold can save 
My peerless beauty, nor my fervent prayer 

Avail to snatch thee from an envious grave, 
Since Heaven relents not to my deep despair. 

And we— {be still, be still my throbbing heart !) 

We, my life's dearest solace, we must part. 
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Ab thy surpassing loNreliness has shone 
Transcendant over all of mortal birdi^ 

As thy surpassing excellence has won 
The tribute homage of admiring earth, 

So the world's wonder, eren as thou, divine, 

Que^i of my soul ! shall be thy matchless isihrine. 

And there in rich and radiant pomp supreme, 
Within the circle of each ample dome. 

The gems of every Indian mine shall gleam, 

And Art's most gifted sons from Greece and Rome 

The splendid fabric rear, whose gorgeous fanes 

Hide from these weeping eyes thy lored remains. 

And pilgrims there from many a distant clime 
Pacing with wond^ng steps the marble halls. 

Shall as they gaze upon the work sublime. 
The sculptured splendours of the storied wallii, 

Dream of thy beauty, and instinctive pay 

The heart's dei^^ hdmage to thy sainted day. 
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A hundered jears hare wii^g^ their flight 

0*er princely Agra's lofty towers, 
A hundred years of siindme bright 

Have revelled through its summer bowers— 
Those circling suns hare seen.l&e ray 
Of Moslem glory fadeaway. 
And where the crescent reared on high 
Its badge of. golden blazonry, 
And turbanedmonarchs proudly gave 
Their li^ws ta eadi obedient slave, 
The warriors of the western world 
The red cross banner have unfiirled. 
Mingled with mosques and minarets, 
O'er Christian spires the sun's beam sets, 
And strangers from a foreign strand 
Rule unopposed the conqueried land. 
Yet still wfaeirid: Jumna's ehrystal tide 

j|[q p^y ia breeze-curled ' wave meanders, 
And where jifs sparjkling jcmrre&ts glide ^ 

Through dustering tufts of Ol^aodeins^ 
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Where yonder litately garden shews 
The crunson beauty of the rose, 
The glittering &atf6oordropfi[its gold. 
And baylas perfiimed buds unfold 
Their crests of snow, o*er the pink bed 
With the broad lotus thickly spread. 
Untouched by time, uns<»tthed by war 
Lonely and bright as ei^e's 'first star. 
The splendid mausoleum greets 

The stranger's rapt and daztled eye, 
And to his throbbing heart repeats 

A tale of love's idolatry. ' 
Of precious miffbles richly blent 
Shines the imperial inbnument ; 
A gorgeous fabric spr^Eiding wid^ 

Its glittering jxmip of colounades. 
Fit palace for the peerless bride 

Reposing in its hallow^ shades. 
Too beautiful for mortal ha&ds^ 

Its clustering cupolas alad towers 
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Seem the bright work of fimy wands. 
And fiishioned out of pearb and flowers. 

And as o'er these fair spires and domes 

The stranger's eye enchanted roams. 

Lost in delight, he almost deen^ 
That wrought by some fantastic. ^eU, . 

'Twill vanish like hi$ mmuoer dreams, 
Or cloud-encircled citadel, 

Floating along the moon-lit dcy, . 

In evanescent pageantry. 






# 



Beside the alabaster tomb 

All richly wreathed with glittering 
And shining like the jewelled, plume 

O'er eastern mo^jph's, diadems, , 
Fond lovers kneel-r^^i^dfis they gaze 
Upon each ingot's briljiamtblaz^ ..;; 
The bright mosaic of 4he.flg<Nr .. 

Where many coloured.ag^GUbe»viei.:> ;>; 
With onyx thickly scatleffed o'er. 

Turquoise, and lapis lazuli : 
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They dash away the rising tear, 
They fear no change nor fidsdhood here. 
Oh! every flower-enamelled gem 
Is worth a mine of gold to them; 
It tells of love divinely pure— 

The record that a monarch gave, 
That strong affection may endure 

In human hearts beyond the grave. 



;' 




Id 

THE DYING HINDOO. 

He lies beside the sacred rirer, 
His heart has lost life's ruddy glow, 

His sighs are faint, his pulses quiver. 
And death's chill damps are on his brow. 

Within yon green and bowery glade 
Whose path the smile of sunshine wears, 

Beneath the lofty palm tree's shade 
His loved though lowly hut appears. 

And near him well .known sounds arise 
With joyous songs and laughter fraught, 

And now his glazed and languid eyes 
Are turned towards the village-ghaut. 

There all is cheerftil, as of yore, 
When with the sun's declining beam 

He too had sought the Ganges' shore. 
And bathed within its hallowed stream. 
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In crouds his early friends repair 

To the chabouta*i esplanade, 
Her graceful ^AnrraA filling there, '' 

Stoops to the brink his dark-eyed' maid* 



They heed him not— no fond (are^ellB- 
Attest their grief, no tekts ar^ shed^ 

No sigh the heart's deep anguish tells ; 
He to the living world is Aead. • 
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One pang has shot across his breast- 
One human pang-^but it is gone,- 

And tranquilly he sinks torestj 
As the eternal wave flows otu. 



I :< 



His eye the blushing wreath has caught 
Which floats along the sacred wave, 

And to his parting soul has brought 

Hopes of bright lands beyond the grave. 
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Soon shall the form o'er that pure tide 
Which now to earth so fondly clings. 

Freed from each gprovelling trammel glide^ 
And mingle with its holy springs. 



The red crown of the lotus wreath 
Upon the molten silver blushes. 
And a dark, lifeless form beneath 

With the stream's headlong current rushes. 

The corse, the flower are seen no more. 
For ever lost in yon bright river, 

The echoes of the lonely shore 
In mournful tones repeat — for ever ! 
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THE NORTH-WESTER. 

Eveniug approaches^ and the tropic sun 
The western arch of ruddy heaven has won. 
And jdelding to the balmy close of day. 
Its scorching heat, its most oppressive ray, 
Now mid ten thousand swiftly fading dyes 
Looks smiling down from yonder roseate skies. 
How beautifiily how placid, fair, and bright, 
The gorgeous scene that greets its parting light ! 
The stately river's calm and waveless tide 
In its deep slumber scarce is seen to glide ; 
So tranquil is the stream, the lotus crown 
By some fond maid, or anxious lover thrown-* 
A bark of hope— unstirred upon its breast 
In lingering tenderness appears to rest ; 
The idle golier from his flower-wreathed prow 
With careless eye surveys the flood below ; ' 
And all the hundred oars that proudly sweep 
The polished surfkce of the glassy deep, 
Mocked by the lazy currents, vainly seek 
T o urge thwdiallop& round yon woody creek. 
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Its marble wi^g^ iip .sp^iiigiiig ^iPi t^^ shade 
By the dark peepuPs glossy foliage m$^de, 
The waving niem^ the willow-Jike bamboo^ 
And shrubs of fragrant sceqt and brilliant, huey ' 
The Nazimis regal palace proudly gleams. 
In pearl-like splendour in. the eYening beams ; 
While eacjii svurrou^dii^g crag, and sun-kissed, dope 
Crowned witi) Xh^ bright. luxurif(nt mango, tope, 
Each vagrant creeper with itssturry wreath. 
Are softly mifyrored in the stream beneath. 

Where'er the wandering eyics delighted roam 
From groves eoibowering peeps the graceful dome 
Of some sm^U m^o^qi^e, ojc holy Bramin's oell, '. 
Where the lamp glances, and the silvtery bell 
Makes gentle; music in the balmy air; 
No other saunc}^ t|bei li^teniQg echoes bear 
On this calni.^e,v^,(Saye snatches of sisl^e^t song 
Which rise at intervals from yonder throng 
Assembled on the tc^^r^ed ghaut, and; fling '■ 
O'er Gangjes; >fftv^^g^^ flpwej-y^pffKaMft. • 
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Sudden the fietc^.iMn^^west bveak&'loose^and while 
Half the bright landscape still is s^n to smile^ 
The sultry aip grows thick, the skies are dask. 
The river swells, and now the struggling ba»k 
Along the rushing wave* is wildly driven, 
And thunder bursty from every gate of heairen-; 
O'er tower and palace, hut, and i^Iy fane 
In frantic madness sweeps the huiv^icane;^ ' 

And trees uprooted strew the eat^h.;- and air 
Is filled with yells, and shrieks of wild despair. 

■ 

The sun sinks dowQ^ in splendour to die west, '' 

The skies are in their richest coloul-s drest; j' 

And where a blackened wreck was seen; to float, 
A lamp within the palm nut's fragile boat 
Glides tranquilly — the stars shine forth — the .vale 
Is vocal with: the J^ulbul's sweetest tate; 
The air is gemmed with fire^ies ; and the breeze- 
Is filled with perfume firom the lemon treesc 
The storm has passed — and now the sparkling river 
Runs calm, and smooth, and beautiful as ever. 
Moorshedabad, Aug. 1828. 
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THE RAJAH'S OBSEQUIES. 
A fairer scene to spell-bound eyes 

The smiling earth could scarce unfold — 
There's not a cloud o'er those blue skies; 

And from its founts of living gold 
The sun pours down a flood of light 

Upon the river's sparkling wave, 
Where the swift current speeds its flight. 

Or lingers wooingly to lave 
Some bright pagoda's jutting walls, 
Or ripples on in gentle falls, 
Where all of shining granite wrought 
Spreads the broad terrace of the ghaut. 
And there majestic banians fling 

Their green luxuriance beside 
The lofty minarets that spring 

With upward flight in towering pride; 
As though to their bold spires 'twere given 
To pierce the azure vaults of heaven. 
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The boast of India's sunny land 
Mid fertile plains and waving woods. 

In shining pomp sublimely grand. 
Where Granges spreads its sao^ floods — 

The holy city's temples glow 

Reflected in the stream below. 

A mass of cupolas and towers. 
Arches, and pillared colonnades, 

« 

And flat-roofed palaces, where flowers 
Are clust'ring round the balustrades. 

And there from the Zenana's halls. 
Stealing when eve reveals its stars, 

The dark-eyed maids hold festivals. 
And listen to the soft sitars. 

Hymning those sweet and gentle themes 

Which young hearts picture in their dreams. 

Oh bright, Benares! are thy domes. 
And beautiful thy sacred groves. 

Where ring-doves make their blissful hcHues 
And thci white bull unfettared roves ; 
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Where with his frugal «i€iQl content. 
And hands of danghter innocent. 
Milk, and some vegetable rooti, 

The golden da/, the silvery* rice. 
The plantain's, or the mango^ fruit. 

The Hindoo's simple .wants suffice. 
Oh ! who that sees the meanest thing 

Endued with life, the ftramiA's ctire, 
Can fancy human ^uffeFing, 

And human sacrifiods,' hvUeris 
'Twould be a crime id crush the i^nake 
That sheds its venoi^ o'er the brake ? 
Yet here the river's crystarflood 

With living victims i3 prophaned, 
And here with streams of human blood 

The teiflple'S' raking courts are stahiedi 
While blackening o'er the fair blue skies 
The smoke's polluted Volumes rike. 
From those impure, unhallowed firesl. 

Where by ai living corse's side, ..:-.; : . 
In fierce andt<Mrtivirii^pitt^eiipi#eii^il *.- ail; 

Untimely doomed, the shrinking bride. 
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The ghurrees cliiine thtf 4tMklg kMT/ 

O'er the red i(r«l fb&Md^lwatoi gH^Mm^ 
And from each arciEii«^yvglM«^ao(d I6t^* 

In coantless groi^ m cM9k1 dbottaeH^ 
While upon everjr {rimlaclir^ 

Or temple's roo^ w fftH^ed tcre6% 
Each tower-embaslieied ditedef^ 

To gaze upon the psMvig msene 
The people throng, lilfi# elntt^rfiig hedil 
Swarming around llMe dbttottd teeAn* 
And all the baths ittld tte llaala]^ 

With many ccXkMtisd^tSha^^if^h^ 
And flowers as bright ^ idlMtib^ sfUVii 

Are from the high -^iM^aiil ffa^; 
While slowly throiigfr itt' dmtikfg ^UMig 

Which from the stt'eett-atirf^ lliiiiptb^j^dlii^' 
A stately pageant moreidr iikiijg, • 

And winds iWif^'td^^ktajg^am^^ 
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Their (ulver maces waying high, 

The Chobedar band in firont appear; 
And all around with shout and cry» 

Tulwar, and scimitar, and spear, 
Peons and Chuprassies clear the way, 

Swelling the pomp and the parade, 
Where shining in their bright array. 

In files a glittering cavalcade 
Of mounted nobles lead the ran, 
The flower and boast of Hindoostan. 
Their chargers' tails of scarlet dye, 

Their silver housings ringing dear. 
Flash on the gazer's dazzled eye, 

And strike in music on his ear. 
Behind them in more humble g^ise. 

Proud only of the triple thread. 
Gracing the Rajah's obsequies. 

The Bramins pace with solemn tread* 
And next in mournful pageantry 

All guarded by a troop of horse, 
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Beneath a gilded canopy, 
Appears the fast decaying corse. 

And there the sultry air is stirred 
With silver handled Chounies wrought 

With the rich plume of some rare bird. 
Or those more precious cow-tails brought 

From glad Kathay^s far distant wall. 

Or the steep hills of the Nepaul. 

Behind, a thick promiscuous troop 

Of veiled and turbaned heads is seen. 
And in the centre of the groups 

Each in an open palanquin 
The Rajah's wives are borne — a pair 

Of brighter forms have never blest 
The eye of man — ^both are so fair, 

None can say which is loveliest- 
She who so stately and so proud 

With lof);y mien and qres of light, 
Receives the homage of the croud 
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First from her maiden's circlii^ arms 

The youngest (and perchance the bride 
Preferred for her retiring charms) 

Has lightly sprung, and flung aside 
Her ornaments — and those rich pearls, 

The diamonds, and the ruby studs, 
She showers among the weeping girls 

Blithely, as when her garden's buds 
She scattered in those blissful hours, 

When life itself seemed made of flowers* 

The croud is hushed to silence — ^now 

Her spirit soars on bird-like wings, 
A slight flush lights her gentle brow, 

And with a voice divine she sings* 

I love, I love my native valesi 
The sighing of their perifumed gales 
To me is sweet, and sweeter still > 
The music of the bubbling rill. 
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Few are my years, but they have fled 
In joy and sunshine o'er my head, 
Happy my transient life has been, 
And happier still life's closings scene* 

Lord of my soul ! I yield my breath 
To snatch thee from the chains of death 
I claim the privilege divine^ 
Which makes thee more than ever mine ! 



Yes, to my thrice blessed hands 'tis gplven 
To ope the saffron gates of heaven ; 
I bring beloved a boon to thee, 
A pure and bright eternity. 

Yon dazzling orb has golden courts, 
And there the heaveiwbom loory sports, 
And thou with spirits blessed shalt dwell 
Mid fragrant fields of asphodel. 
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Her troubled spirit nearly wrought 

To madness, finds relief in song, 
And with her heart's deep anguish fraught 

The lay indignant bursts along. 

^< Think not, accursed priests, that I will lend 
" My sanction to these most unholy rites; 

" And though yon funeral pile I may ascend, 
^^ It is not that your stem command affiights 

^' My lofty soul — it is because these hands 

** Are all too weak to break my sex's bands. 

r 

^^ I, from my earliest in&ncy, have bowed 
^' A helpless slave to lordly man's controul, 

" No hope of liberty, no choice allowed, 
^' Unheeded all the struggles of my soul ; 

^^ Compell^ by brutal force to link my fate 

^^ With one who best deserved my scorn and hate. 
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" Oh ! better far it is to monntyon pile, 

* 

^^ And stretcli my sAiudderuig form bedde thedead, 
*^ Than with a torturing effort striye to smile, 

*^ And hide the bitter tears in silence shed — * 
" That state of loathed existence now is o^er, 
** And I shall shrink from his embrace no more* 

^ The tyrant lleeps death's last and endless sle^, 
<^ Yet does his potrar beyond the grave extend, 

^' And I this most unholy law most keep, : 
'< And to the priest's unrighteous matidate belidy 

** Or live an outcast — reft of qiieaily stated— •; * 

'* A beggar lost, despised, and desolate. 

* 
*' Daughter and heiresd of a princely lincT, 

^ Trom my proud birth«right I disdain to stoop ; 
'* Better it is to die, than inly pin.e, 

^^ And feel the soul, the towering ispirit, dioop 
*' Beneath the cruel toil, the years of pain, 
^^ The lost^ d^g^raded widow must sustain. 
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** But could these weak arms wield a soIdier^B brand, 
^^ Could these too fragile limbs sustsdn the fight, 

^^ Even to the death, Jfitala would withstand 
** This ^ruel custom, and uphold the right ^ 

** Of woman to her share of gold aiid gems, 

** Sceptres and sway, and regal diadems. 

^ Oht.is flier^ none-^not one amid the throng 
" Preissing to view a deed by Heaven abhorred, 

" Whose brave heart, burning to avenge the wrong, 
"' Will^ at my* adjuration draw the sword, 

" And godJike iii an injured ti^oman's cause 

" Crush at a blow foul superstition's laws? 

" Silent and moveless all ! — Oh craveii race- • - 
^' Not long sliall this fair land endure your swaj^; 

'^ Shame and defeat, and capture and dii^race 
^^ Await the closing of a blood-stained day: ' 

" I see, I see the thickly gathering bands 

** Crouding in conquering ranks from distant lands f 
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** The Persian Satrap, and the Taxtar Khan 
" The temples of your god^ shall overthrow, 

*' And all the hundred thnHies of Hindostan 
" Before' the weist's pale warriors shall bow, 

" Crouching wherever the banners of the brave 

" The silver crescent, and the red cross wave V^ 

Her song has ceased — but that bright eye 

Still with f^ophetic frenzy glares, 
And struggling with her agony 

Dries with its fires the springing tears. 
She waves away the Bramin band 

And mounts the funeral pile alone ; 
And the MussauVs enkindling brand 

Is on the heaped-up fagots thrown — 
One long wild shriek, amid the crash 

Of gongs and drums and cymbals, drowned— 
One burst of flame, a ruddy flash 

Gilding the green hill's distant mound — 
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One smokj column, whose dark veil 
Obscures the hat declining sun— 
A cloud of ashes on the gale — '- 
4 And 4;hese unhallowed rites are done ! 
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NIGHT ON THE GANGES. ;y 
How calm, how loTeLj is tbe soft repose 
41 Of nature sleeping in the summer night; 
How sweety how lullingly the current flows 
Beneath the stream of melted chrysolite. 
Where Ganges spreads its floodB,-~reflecting o'er 

Its silvery surface, with those countless stars 
The ingot gems of Heaven's cerulean floor. 
Mosques, groves, and cliffs, and pinnacled minars. 

The air is fresh, and yet the evening breeze 
Has died away ; so hushed, 'tis scarcely heard 

To breathe amid the clustering lemon trees. 
Whose snowy blossoms, by its faint sighs stirred^ 

Give out their perfume ; and the bulbul's notes 

, Awake the echoes of the balmy clime; 

While from yon marble-domed pagoda floats 
The music of its bell's soft, silvery chime. 




40 



Mildly, yet. with resplendetii beanty, shitieB 
. The scene around^ although the stars-alone^' 
From the bright treasures of their gleaming" mineil 

A tender radiance o'er the. e^thihaye th]k)wn* 
Oh ! far moi^ loyely are those gentle ^rays' 

With their un dazzling lustre, than'the beam 
The suni pours dotm in his meridian blaze; 

Lighting with diamond pomp the i^arkling stream. 

^ . . . • . . ( .■ . . • ... J 

Each tint its vivid colouring receives : 
There is the glossy peepul — thebamlioo 

Flings down its' rich redai^ancy of leaves^ > 
And trailing plants their wandermg course pitfsu^ 

In haes^ as 'bright as if the sun revisaled « 

The mantling foliage: of : the woody glade*; 

* 

Nor is yon Icme-' seqtiestc^ed hut conceded / 

Sleeping within thp ^reeti hilPs deepei^t shade^ 



41 

With snowy viises crowned, die lily springs 

In queai-Iike beauty by the river's Inrink ; 
And o'er the, ware the broad«leayed lotus flings 

Its roseate flowers in many a knotted link. 
Oh ! when the sultry sun has sunk to rest» 

When eviraiing's soft and tender shadows riseii 
How sweet the scene upon the river's breast. 

Beneath the starlight of diese tropic skies ! 
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THE LAND STORSL : 
The heaveiis we dondless, and the mmay plus 
Rich with itft fertile tracts of aagar^caiie, 
Its fleecy crops of cotton, corn, and oil, 
And all the mjriad pbmts that g^ the soil, 
Yieldii^ thev precious jaioe in costly dyes . • 
Bright as the rain«bow tints of their own skies» 
Smile in the golden light-*^ wide expanse 
Of varied landscape where the sun-beams glance 
0*er dotting mango topes, and snow white mhuts, 
Which peep beside the peasants' straw«thatched huts. 
Beyond, in eastern splendour beaming bright 
The city stands upon a wooded height ; 
Its tall pagodas, and its broad Serais^ 
Shining, like pearls amid the noon«tide, blaze; 
While from each terrace shooting up afar 
Gleams the proud mosque, and pinnacled minar 
Surmounted by those graceful coronals. 
The palm tree flings above the sculptured walls 
Its drooping foliage, beautifully blent. 
With tower and spire, and marble pediment. 
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The air jb still— 'tbere'g not tbe faintest fliirb. 
Breathed from 9 ri^mt IsepbjH^ wandcrij^ by | 
I^ pi^ii^biiURi^ pppresM^.wit|i,hp^, . 
Roams o'er the pbda to seek isome cool retreat} 
The fainting bullocks droff upon tfae )coadm ^ ■ 
And weary camels siikk beneath their loadbi^ < . 
The soltariness encteas^H-^^oaring high, , 
Rending' the. air with shriek and dol^fifiL cry, 
The startled birds from juaglO) jAee^ and b7aM» ' 
Their native Juiunts instiaeti?^ly forsake;^ 
Yet one small cloud of darkest blue aloQie 
Appears abprb the distant horizon;; • : 

And all ground is cakn-^now rushing. forth . ^. 

In billowy massQs fipm the. smjcdkipg eartjll^ 
Volumes of siUid in wild confusion rise 
And lift their suimnits to the dark^nipg 
A lurid veil tbe city's pomp eashroudis, .. 
And now in Tfjrathful ^ise ^e sable dou^ 
Come r^Uing on-T-yet 4iU t]Mr<Higlu>ut thQ pl^^ ,U 
NoJumAaf w<pre^3«rdefirt^^ . , .^a 
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THE LAND STORSL : 

The hea^eM we dkmdless, and the Boiny plaia 
Rich with iU fertile tracts of augar^caiie, 
Its fleecy crops of cotton, com, and oil» 
And all the mjriad plants that g^^B^i the soil, 
Yieldii^ thev precious jaioein costly dyes : 
Bright as the rain«bow tints of their own skies» 
Smile in the golden light^-a Wide expanse 
Of varied landscape where the sun-beams glance 
0*er dotting mango topes, and snow white mhuts, 
Which peep beside the peasants' straw-thatched huts. 
Beyond, in eastern splendour beaming bright 
The city stands upon a wooded height ; 
Its tall pagodas, and its broad Serais^ 
Shining, like pearls amid the noon-tide, blaze; 
While from each terrace shooting up afar 
Gleams the proud mosque, and pinnacled minar 
Surmounted by those graceful coronals. 
The palm tree flings above the sculptured walls 
Its drooping foliage, beautifully blent, 
With tower and spire, and marble pediment. 
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The air is slillr^diegf^'s not tbe faintest flurb 
Breathed from 9 ri^iurt isepb^ wandcrij^ by | , j; 
I^ pa|itiI^ibafk^ pppresl^ witbi^ 
Roams o'er the pbia to seek sooie cool retreat) ^C" 

The fainting bullocks drop upon tfaelooitdt, ^ ■ 

And weary camels siikk beneath the^ load«i^ « . ' /. 

The sid^iness enc]^ase»---soaring hig^hy , 

Rending: the air with shriek a^d dolfsfol cry, ^ p. 

The startled birds frcna juaglO) jAee^ and braM» ' 

Their native JuiuntsinstinctiT^ly forsake;. > . ;. 

Yet one small doud of darkest blue alone . ; , .i\ 

Appears abprb the distanit horison ; ' . 

And all ground is oaln^^-^now rushing, forth 

In billowy masses fh>m the. smpkipg e|artb^ 

Volumes of sdnd in wild confusion ris^ 

And lift their sununits to the dark^nipg 

A lurid veil tbe city's pou]^ enshrQudis, 

And now in ly^thful ^uise fh^ sable dou^s ; .i,\ . ,\ [' 

Come rQlIing on-r-yet still tfiiroughout the l^^ > . v/ 

N^broeiA^.af w^pretc^des t]iiQ.j|urTi<?»n^f ; . . » i,.a 
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THE LAND STORM- : 
The hea^eiift nste c^tidlec^, i|iid the minay plua , 
Rich with iU'fertUelvaots of flug^r^^^ 
Its fleecy crops of cotton, corn^ md oil, 
And all the mjFiftdplaiits that g^ the ioil, : 
Yieldmg thev precious jaiofr in costly dyes -.■ .r". 
Bright as the raiii«bow tints of their own skies. 
Smile in the golden light-i—a^ Wide expanse 
Of varied landscape where the sun-beams glance 
0*er dotting mango topes, and snow white mhuts. 
Which peep beside the peasants' straw-thatched huts. 
Beyond, in eastern splendour beaming bright 
The city stands upon a wooded height ; 
Its tall pagodas, and its broad Serais^ 
Shinbg, like pearls amid the noon-tide, blaze; 
While from each terrace shooting up afar 
Gleams the proud mosque, and pinnacled minar 
Surmounted by those graceful coronals. 
The palm tree flings above the sculptured walls 
Its drooping foliage, beautifully blent, 
With tower and spire, and marble pediment. 



The air is stiUr-^tbegpe's not tbe famtegt fifth ^ : / 

Breathed from 9 rs^^^wit ajej^yr wandcrii^ by I y 

Iliept^iitii^'baCido^ ppiM^esfted.wi^^ i 

Roams o'er the pbia to seek isome cool retreat) r ^.^ 

The faintii^ bullocks drop upoii the k!oad8» > 

And weary camels siikk beneath their loads^ < . ' / 
The sultariness eiici!eas^H--'Soariiig high^ 

Rendi^gf' the air with shriek a^d dol^ol cry, ^ r; 
The startled birds from juagH JAee^ and brajce* ' 
Their native baunts instiactirely forsc^; 
Yet ooe small doud of darkest blue aloma . : ..;^ 
Appears abqrb the distant horizon ; 

And all ^nrnnd is oalm-.iiow rushing forth , 
In billowy massQs fipm tbe.flmoking eartb^ 
Volumes of sdnd in wild confusjon rise 

And lift their i^unmiits to the dark^nipg skies ; . ^ ; 
A lurid veil t)]^ city's pomp eashroudjs^ . ,. ./-^ 

And now in ly^thful ^ise fhe sable dou^ ,, ^ , ' [^ 

Come rolling oo-rr-yet still tj^rougliout the i4ma . \7 

No.broeiA-af w^precede^th^bu^^^ v: a{ 
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And a thick darluieai falls, and blinding dost. 

Till suddenly in on0 tempesluons gust 

The whirl-wind bursts — drowning the stunni^ sonal 

Of pealing thunder crashing all around. 

Unheeded mid the horrid dissonance 

And smothmng sand, the forked lightnings dance ; 

Yet the storm gathers strength, and each wild blast 

Seems armed with fiercer madnesi^ than the last. 

And still the raging element omtend ; 

And urges on the strife the t^npest fiend, 

Deepening the gloom, and yelling o'er the fanes 

Where whirl-winds roar, and chaos madly reigns ; 

At length ihe darkness yields ; an awful ray, 

Of fiery light denotes returning day. 

And now in flashing tOrraits o'er the plain 

Descends like <»taracts the tropic rain; 

The air is cooled, by gentle breezes famied^— 

The dust disperses, and a zephyr bland, 

Where late the tempest raged, with wooitig breath 

Draws perfume from ^A fred^y flowering wreath ; 
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Spreading iimt plumes o'er dteunond-drojp^ing sprays 
The birds are pouring forth their sweetest lays ; • 
The buffido comes rushing from the wood, 
And snorts, and plunges in the welcome flood ; 
And the parched eardi rejoices — and the j^ain 
Is rife with life and happiness again. 
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THE MOOSULMAN'S GRAVE. 

Sweet IS th^ shelter of yoa yerdant glade. 

Where lofty palm3 and waving mangos bloonn 
Where the tall peepul spreads its grateful shade 

Above fbe pious Moslem's lowly tomb. 
Severe in chaste simplicity it stands 

Bearing no record of the donor's name. 
To tell the world from whose all-bounteous hands 

The smiling gifts of that fair valley came. 

m 

Twas he who planted all those clustering topes, 

And scooped the basin of the well-filled tank. 
The pleasant haunt of playful antelopes, 

Who leap rejoicing o'er the flowery bank ; 
And there in flocks, beside its ample brim, 

Unnumbered birds wheel round in airy rings ; 
And o'er its glassy surface wild fowls skim. 

And stately herons plume their shining wings. 
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There too in crouds fte villagers repair. 

And whUe ib4 cwAiag stream their temples -liiTi^, 
From coHtiftless lips iiir brealiied the gratefal prayev, 

Blessing the hand munifiisent diat gave > .^ 
To the parched waste the precious element, 

Whose gushing waters all their totdi^ fill $ • • 
And many a graceful fianale form is h^tki, 

Dipping the ghurroH in the crjiitsl rill. 



:/ f 
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Oh ! where the noan-tide sUn so fimely glows, 
Scorching the des^ wilb its sultry be^; ' ^ 
How bland, how welcome, U tfie sdft repode, 

r ■ ■ 

Invited by the thickly shaded stream ! 
JBeneath the boi^ghs ^of iaome o'er^kiardiiiig 

The motey tu^by weaty' Ihabs is prest,' 
And bleM by fditmbers ittost delidous balm. 

The pAgrimimiks at onoe to blissful test 
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Beside the lakelet, with its modest domei 

Peeps forth between the trees a pQlared m<^qae ; 
And there the wandriog ^ailr^er finds a home. 

And chants the nuzzum&om the high kiosk : 
He feeds the lamp with palm*nut*s fragrant oil, 

A lonely star upon the brow of night, 
And plucks the fairy ofi^prings of the soil. 

To crown; with yotiye wreaths the altar's height. 

Natur^'sf luxuriant and lavish hand. 

Forest and hill, steep cliff, and tangled wild. 
With rich profusion o*er the jnmny land, 

A countless; tribe of brilliant jQowers has piled* 
Upon the sandy plain fair lilies spring; 

And mid thci jungle^ b^ad^ of rain-bow dyes 
To the spkedgale their balpiy p^ume 4^f 

Or lift thek totr^ring garliaods to the .skies^. 
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There the warm red of the pomegranate ghma 

In rul>y Iqstre; and acacias twine 
Their manjf^ocdored wreaths amid the rose^ 

The yellow :cAain|Mi and the jessamine; 
Its mantling silver the clematis draws . 

O'er dustmng oleanders pink and wjiile;. 
And the magnolia's richly scented Tase ' ' 

Droops o'er the BaubooVs bdls of gulden light* 



And India's dark-browed natives dearly prize 
The silken treasures of their forest boweiB; 

They love to plait their fagrant rosaries, < ' 
And heap each holy shrine with wreathsbfflowieirs. 

O'er the bright waters snowy chaplets float, ■ i 

With lotus crow As the pearly river g^ows, 

And each proud shallop and each nut-shelt boat 

Bear a rich garland on their dainty prows. 
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Bads of dl scssBte aiiA evti7 cbaiige^ 

The g^dens beaotifU thougpb fragUe g«iiBV 
Whatever bk creed, br Moilam or Bisilm^ ^ 

The pilg^rin twines ini^adjant diadems. 
Widi votive offisrng* of a gfatefbl breast^ : : 

Mosque or pagodar l^f his Innds are wreadied^ ■ 
For where the tant invites the fidatii^ guest^ 

He asks not who die precious boon bequeaAedl' . 

Oh! blessed wbrfc of dmit^--^*^ tieA 
Planted^ fer love of hamen^kind— a w«H— 

A mosque or mhufs o'erdiading canopy, 

, . Can make the heart wkh holy feelings' swell. 

The wide.serat witfam the city's gate, ^ 
A pool M seme greie^ dell beside the plam, 

Cheeir wjtb' their ptous gifts ike desolate^ ; 
And l%lil Ibe &diiig beaaiB cif hope agdn. 



Blessed by tip t^fp^tiss^of hm fe}l9^mf^ 

The way-woni tisar^Ifariwiio journeys o'er 
The wide and sultry reabns of Hi|idasUBi| :/.■■■ ^: j| 

By deep ravine^ i^^ncli^ wiuste^ (W riyer'^ ^dtfHPS^'^ 
Where'er his wandering fidotfteps are ad^rc^st, A^ff 

From st^ef^ Nf^paml |^ fiea«girt JT^ggunaut, . r 
He finds a frequent place pf welcome v^. '^ 

In some pag^od^ fir iKim^i^psqpB-qx^wiie^^l^il^ 



. 1 : > 



.< 



« * * * 



• it 



< . . . I 



■ > 



? ) 






>.. ■ • .. • f . . . ./ 

, '--- .••■•/.■.. • ' • • . •.•■J 

■ • . ■ ■ ' 

• . ■ s ■ ■: ■ I ■ " I ■ , ' . 



: i .'. ■•"I? '. 



• • 1 

I • ■ ••• I ; ■ ■ » 



ft 



52 



NOUR JUFttem khAn. 

A TALE OF tHE JUMNA. 

How darkly 'gaiBMike'erittiBon sky 

Tbose niididy heikps of rdii^ 
Whose donklBS, in to#tott^ ihaj^sCy, 

The ci^s 'itith1f^oi»rafill spldidoitr orowm 
No more updte tbelofty walk 

'Ih ti-oops the w^Iti^aniied'VadsabiMiftiid; 
No more within its stately halls 

A gallant chieftain holds command. 
But the fierce vulture builds her nest, 

The hungry panther makes his lair. 
And noisome beasts the courts infest. 

And poisonous snakes are brooding there* 
While o'er the silent strand below 

The lowly river glides— so hushed, 
So undisturbed its currents flow, 

Where late a proud flotilla rushed, 
That strangers deem the desert rude 
In its impervious solitude, 
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Had ever hemi tlie dreary baUnt, 

Of prowling wolves and tig&n gaunti 

And the soft wind bad only 'borne 

Upon its fresh and babnyiwings^ 
Of some lone bird the cry'forlotn. 

Or savage creature's mormuringii. 
For the lM%ht ssmdii no foot^pnnts wear^ 

Save of the forest's. denizepMh^ 
The -trade of the gigantic beair» 

Pacing its wild affid dismal glens; • 
The fearful alligator^s tread, 

The steep and ragged path% wbne dime^ 
In slender spears prololelyshcdy. . 

Quills of the fretful poSrcupiiia' 
Yet, on this now-deserted stiii^ 
In fleet career a warl0L^ band . ' 
tlung ibejerreedf or galloped p^er 
In stately guise the edioing shore. ^ 
And round each crag and pinnacle r 

Unnumbclied p^rfiun^ flowed^ were s|nriiigiBg; 
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And from the towers the Hieiry bdl 

Or ctttara*8 softer sosuids #ere rin^g. 
The passing boatman wohddiiig' gazed 

I'Hiere streaining Ver the itiidni^t fidLjr 
A thousand lamps and torches blac^ 

And bursts of joyotts rev^riry 
Came o'er the breese, ft^ Aoie bright halhi 
Where, twining theirgay coronals^ 
Mid flowers, and lights «nd eye-beamd glanckig. 

Shining in gold find gems alid fpeartBi 
To music's thrilling notes advancing^ ' : : r 

A clustering trao^ of gni(c^fislgjrlii 
Displayed befcnre a laptinred ^MMMig :^ 

pThe witcheries of daBee:«nd spagi^' ^ - 
Oh! not alone in fesfadhouisM ^- : 'V 

pleasure illumed those lefty' tii#eMi$ - > .'< \ I 

for there domestic bap{Hii|«iib v - ' . '■'■■ i 

In all its holy beauty gpAed^ - i 
And love with innobeHl Gi|rMi' v 

Iki Iwigltl wii^ifed BMtty ^y fceguflei-*^ 
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Yet H was iiot might •£ fope%ii fee r: 

That laid yon rained fortrchi lowl '^ 

Our slender bark midMs Uttle way 

Strivinof agaknt the cnrrent'e flight, ' C ' 

And soon the sun*s fa«t fadieg n^ 

Will melthito the diades of night. 
Ck>me— I will tell the tale to Iheev 
While our smiillpiiinadehailjr.: ! . < 
Glides to its place of destiiied rest; . 
And while, on JiunnaUtEOaeate breait- 
The beautiful reflection gkywB ,: ' .' 

Of turret tall end arching polrt, 
And on its liquid mirror diewe />/ .-.'' *.-. i^ - >' 

The.o^ne of the frumblii^.fiM.. '^ «/ - •• ! » 
Then winding through yon. (ileep;defife. / • .^ -:vv 
We^ll leaTe theinjqtwly iste0nel.a>vhil^i 
And wandering o'er the tmfningf.plaiiyi 

White with the cottoa'».bttr9liiig:|M>d| 
Or through the clustmng sugar caBps» 

The crested parrot!iL 8W^ abodbst 
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Mark where the nut-wreafhed caston g^w, 
Or spreads the yagMit indigo, 
Those rich prodactiods of the soil, - 
Which yield thqir wealth with little toil. 
But to my tale — ^widi gentle hand 

Nour Juffeir Khan the district swayed. 
And plenty smiled upon the land 

Which the mild Qmrah's rule obeyed. 
From fierce ambition's paths afar 

No cares disturbed ihe hill-crowned fcHt, 
And only waged in mimic war. 

Or flung in some adventurous sport, 
'Grainst sylvan enemies alone 
The sharp and weUUaimed spears were thrown. 
And truly 'twas a gallant sight 

When issued fcMrdi the hun^r's train. 
Urging their courserist' rapid flight, 

Or wheeling round the rugged plain, 
Or speeding to the lovely haunts - 

The nyl ghau loves mid bushy dells. 
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Upon those trampUng AephBUtSf 

Who to their silv^ isK>ii]idiiig bells 
Through jimglaB deep^ WHik stately pace» 
And step unerring, lead the dhase« 
Some are equipped withbowdahsy where 

The lavish hand has riddy wrought 
Crimson and gold; while odiera bear 

Encaged the apotted leopardS| taught 
With the majestic stag* to cope. 
Or spring upon ijiejuoitelope. 
Nor these alone the chief enlists 
To aid his sport ;£»* on the wrists 
Of falconers, with pride elate 
The regal birds in haughty state 
Sit throned like kings; w soaring high 
O'er their devoted victims fly, 
A single instant hovering^! 
Then stooping down with steady wing 
Upon the quarry's head alight^* 

Who blinded, and With strogglii^ w« 

I 
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Not long sustains the diMdfelfiglitic^! < j-r^iii-id^ 

But sinks bendiili'tlieimiclb^ ^ ' 
Of his fierce foe, wh^ Ihfakli the iblsod, ' ^ * 

Ere from the breast life's pubes party 
And rushing n « criHikkH Aobd, ' 

From the pool) Vktira^s'^inermg heart. 
And all around, tfaerthiwgii^ ibnt • 

Whose motlei^ gvoups tm ioot 
Filling the air with cry-andsbovt,' 

And armed with javelin and^iano^ 

Or simpler spears of AblMmLboo, '»'? »<*>•*• -^ '-^^'^ 
With reckless footstepB<rBshiiig tfarbbgh . n f' n'l 
The dark defiles of the ratdne, : • U' 
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Heighten the spirit of the seeM); : / : . j :l\ 

Where gaily trapped, the fiery home •• • ? >. >:J\ '-V^ 

With all his native ardour pants, I ■ > ■ > ^ . o 
Outstripping in his rapid couiae > .^ ... 

The more niaj«8tio dteplHUtSi ' ft. < ;. ;.. ^ < ::<V 

Aad chiefs in regal posip ahrajftdy : < ,,; « 

Silver and jsiU^a^iggiiH jbim^^ .1. . » . .\ .; r/ 
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The crimson slmwiacrDflB the breast 

Above the gracefal ifeiilder bang. 
Or nsk-wise^ roond tbe duning rtkty 

Or o'er the geiii*«taTed turban flwig. 
In all their glittehif^ ptmoj^lj^. 

The lofty port-r-^Ae gleaming; brapd-^ 
Appear like those bright genii 

Who erst had ruled the sajmy land^ '■ 

'Twas a &ir pageant, and might seem 
More like a poet's noon^tide dream 
Than cold realit^^'-»-4he'di^ng 
With whirl-wind fiiriwd wbariiA atoM 
The tangled wildy aroosing there i; 

From copse, and delly^and ft^ds of air . 
The forest's tenantEh-^froflit the rocks 

Uprising with a piercing ciy,. 
The startled pea foMrl soar in flodu^ . 

And spread like dbpds along the skjr. 

» 

While the hyena dnd die irolf^ 
Jackalls and beanr, and! boondin^lfel^. 
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Seek shelter in some caverned gulf, 

Or o'er the hill tops disappear. 
Through jungle, brake, and brushwood crashing, 

Still do the hunter train sweep on—- 
A dazzling meteor brightly flashing ! 

A moment's space, and it is gone, 
Leaving the forest's deep recess 
In all its native loneliness. 

When from the jovial chase returned 

His tranquil home the Omrah sought, 
For him the perfumed tapers burned. 

And upon glittering trays were brought 
To spread the hospitable board. 

The ample feast, whose dainty fare 
Invited by their bounteous lord, - 

The Zumeeudars and vassals share-— 
Rose water, paan and spices prest 
Profusely on each welcomed guest 
The Junma's fim;iiy tribes appear 
With quarters of the hunted deer; 
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Pigecms and kids, and ridipilAitw, 
And taaries bright with golden glow ; 

While from each flMmtptared sflyor rase 
The many coloured sh^bets iBow. 

Placked from the Ht^s sandy bed. 
The gushing water mdons shod 
Their grateful streams; and. Acre in piles, 
HJeaped up the glossy mango smiles; 
Citrons, pom^^anates, and the bright 

Pistachio nut fix>m £ur Thibet ; 
And grapes that gleiam with topaz light, < 

And sweetmeats in a glistenii^ net 
0( frosted sugar heaped around. 
And all with flow^-wreathed garlands crowned. 

Thus gaily sped the chieftain's hours^ . 

Or still more happily, amid 
The bright Zenana's sacred bowers. 

Where in her sweet seclusion hid. 



» » 




62 



Like some fair lotOB rbttidiiig^ deep 
Beneath the ware ite roseate ^bdh; 

Like those pure liljr budb that keq[> 
Their virgin court mid forest-cells; 

Or jewel in a loyely' mine; 
Or image in a hallowed durine ;. 
Above the Jimma's aparkling wmtors, 
The flower of Drilhi's radiant daoghters, 
Blesses the undivided lov^ ' 
Of one who never widied to rove 
From the faij^tc^rtaatBre by his side^. 
His beautiful imperial bride. 
And she — oh ! in thig earthly sphere, 

Or heaven's wide realm, no dream of bliss 
Is half so precious and so dear, 

So cherished as her infant's kiss, ' 
And that loved husband^s foadfiess shefwti 
For her bright form, and herV alone f 
H^ woman's heart on earth' has foifnd 

Its own domestic parardise ; 
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She knows no happinesB 1>^otid 
The floway fields and silnny i^^lies, 

Where blessed and bleSiin|;Ae rejoices, 

And joins to her^s those chei^b voices; 

Arising when the crhnian ffusli 
Is fading into twil^ht Ana^ 

Or with the morning's earliest blush, 
In that soiit-thrflluig choral hytina^ 

Whose sweet and simple 'ifti^in imparts 

The gratitude of guil^leas hesarts. - 
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Dearest! I 've lingered m my ^tugf 
And fain would stilf lii^ ky ^^Miwal^i 
In fond yet idle pleasure di^lIilK^ ' ^ ' 

On bliss whidi' cheats the listi^Ding ear. 
With soothing softness only tellings ' 

What gentle spirits l0re^ to hear. - 
Yet I must hasten with diei tale; J : ..: .; 

For when weHaeh yon "wbddty cliff/'^ 
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Cf oudiBg to strike the Aimsfy sail, ^ 
The crew who guide our, fwy skiff. 

Will leave on deck no quiet spot 
Where we may sit, and pensively, . 

While musing o'er life's diangeful lot, 
Complete the Omrah's history.., 



Spumed in disgrace from Scindia^9 comrt 
To shelter his di^qnoured head^ . . y 

Indignant to his kiQWiaiiVt fort. 
An outcast younger brother fled; 
Bringing a fierce maraucMngcrew, 

Of Afghaun andjtJIlbibljatta, hordes^. 
A reckless band, whg^oply knew : 

The crimso|i laws ofutk^in own fnvords. 
Eager for bloodshed wd for .broil, . 

And feeding their ^luxu^ious tastes,. 
Insatiate, with the fea^Syi sfMwl i. .' . ^n 

Ctf cities storniedf avd biurniiig wastes^ ' 
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Not long did MeenJah Asaph view 

Unmoved his brlldi«r's blissful state ; 
Nor was it long elre envy grew, 

And jealousy, and deadly hate, 
In the dark soul where pity's beam 

Dwelled not — and sootl the ibiscreant planned 
With horrid craft a treachetous sebenhe; 

And, aided by hisfawleiss h&ad; ^ 
He seized upon the ilU#ai«i^h(M klftep; ' > » ^ 
And slew its guardians in their slisep ; 
And then— but let me d^# a vml 
Before the horrors of tfi6 tal^. 
Nour Juffeir stabbed^-' dts«rmed,iand bound, 

Beheld with glazed amd phrenzied eyes 
His wife and infents fidl around^ < > ^ 

While on his heart 4he Victim's oies 
Entered like SGorpioii^ stings^-^'er whMight, 

That outraged heart epuld bear no more. , ^ 
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Unarmed — unknowing where to fly, 

Each half intoxicated slate 
Sank horror stricken from th^ Maze 
Of Juffeir Khan's indignant gaze! 
Deeming the rebel recreant crew 

Too worthless for his righteous sword^ 
Upon his brother's throat he flew, 

And dragged him from the guilty board- 
Beneath the stern avenger's grasp 

Meer Asiph for an histant quaked; ' 
But struggling in the deadly clasp 

His giant strength at length prevailed; 
His powerful hands were disengaged, 
And equally the combat raged. 
In dumb suspense the vassak viewed 
The progress of the mortal feud; 
Still in each other's fierce embrace 

Across the wide and slippery hall. 
Without a moment's breathing i^ace 

They reached the fort's surrounding wall. 
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See'st thou the cleft along the edge 
Of yonder overhanging ledge f 
Upon that dreadful precipice^ 

Burning to end the deadly strife. 
By one avenging sacrifice, 

Careless of safety or of life, 
Nour Juffeir still with arms enrolled 
Round his foe's throat in snake-like fold, 
A moment gazed upon the deep 

With triumph flashing in his eye, 
And springing to the fatal leap, 

Entwined the mangled bodies lie. 
And weltering in each other's gore 
Breathed their last sighs on Junma's diore. 
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DRAMATIC SKETCHES. 



CONSTANTINE THE GREAT. . 

•••■•■.»' .' ••• , '.it ' . ,..'••■ 

A DRAMATIC SKETCH. ; . 

,<< Zozimug, a pagan, that envied the l^ononr of Constantine the 
Great, makes this tale i6 discre^ him in his hlsfanry: ' that d^n- 
stantine had pot his wife Fan8iaii|i,i|fidi||if fo|i Crilptif .t<» dea^ ; 
after which, being haunted by an ill conscience that gaye^him no 
quiet, he sought amongst the tieathen pi^esti^ for ^jq^hliibn^ iiind 
they could give him Jta.'PQao«;9<b«i lift Hlu Ifi^d^.thaf thejreli||on 
of Christians was so audacious as to pardon a}l sins, be they never 
so horrible. Is not this to cdi^'ehil iheF ii^^ot' aUdf fAs pil^ghn 
nndfff ^ . fipinii pf >i 4Upnme ; in ,#hat . »f sf Cfti^d .#* fl^i^ed 
mind attain to fromihe<rites and superstitions of idol gods?'' 

Coi^CTAiittKC^ '•■ .^■^- v'^- -•'•'^; viv: 

'Hi bit' Priest. ^- • • -i /»• : i • . •:/•». 

^ ^ CoNBTAlVTlirE. J « 

Jk'^wifA^ ye gfvdy fl^^ 
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And bleeding spectre, wilt thou never cease 
To haunt my steps, to fix thy glassy eyes ' 
Upon thy murderer, and with thy gaunt 
And bony finger point to tha't dread shape 
That steals behind thee? Whither shall I turn? 
Where fly to s^pe these ghastly phantoms ?— Blood— 
A sea of blood floats round me. If I raise 
My burning eye-balls to the shrine where stands 

' The statiie of the Thunderer in grand 
Aii4: 9wAil n^ei^tyy jt disappears; 

^ And the yindictive shade from Jdve's high throng 
Glares on the suppliant; — ^to earth I turn 
My conscious looks, and stretched upon the ground 
Beneath my*ibet,'two mangledi corses die. 
My wife, my son! why are ye silcWtJ-^vby 
Do you not charge me with my crime? The deed 
Accursed in the eyes of gods and m^n ' 
So nameless, foul,,iuiiiatiirol;;(so black 
That shuddenn^'iefiAsdfa^in^e.-^HeaT^ 
Have shut Ihenr gates, and' Mave^ me <br die p^y ' 
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Of these psde UnBiDtB[Q£^fhe tomb! Away . * . /"' 

DistracdngTSBioitii Ob! ye sacred band u T* 

Who, nKNrn and ere, perfonniitheifaoly rites 
Before great Jove's higb ^hntf gm ine^hope. 
Speak words of comfort to my troubled soaly 
To my^ sad spirit^ peace.^ - 

; /.' '.» i ;.: •! The gods are justl ^ if 

I plead fiMT lilei*^ ! ' Jasticetdoeins XjiycilhiBr 
To endlM^irilKiii^iin^ m^hbrrworlds^; ; -. r:< 
And agony>>itk tiiiB^iio.-l(ee4r^mdr8ey '.:i :>* ■ ii;^/.^ 
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The deadly p«Mag-tbie^poi$can|,ei^ryjoy»^ 
Amidthe^a^hnhftficb^^ ^mid^thettioatsr . :«(>«/ f .;ir 
Of the ib»M^eAmnh^iiiid»*ffi^^ hhL 

The countleM^hpstiii^ Rblne'iE^'Jride €HqpM,^g^ 
Burst M mj^Islsturtibd-ku^f <f>«8tin8^^ rMO> i 

The dyingfcry of Qri^CM? ! AkAefiaust k. \ v r/ 
When the brhnmed goblet iBparkles^iandieidi handi^ 
Pours a libation to the gods, the wine 
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Within my chalks iUuriia to piirptegore-v^ : i< 

'Tis on my soull < it< stains my gfarnienttt!. £arth. . 
Refuses to absorb the i^^ty stream; ' * 
And the jiifrtgY>ds with. kaUiingCuni^a^ :. 
From thd unbiaUowad offrriagl ; Oh say^ ' , 
How may I expiate the crime? What Brayer, -u oT 
What cosdy gift, wjbati pompous sacrifice, 
May make afomiii^tJtot:Off»ided Jove? 
The milk-white bull.that'Vpfuw>hl freedom round 
The base: ef lofty . At}Kii9, iMwued with .flpw^ri^ f 
Blooming as thdae^which fend Europalwuiedli oT 
Around the monardi(«f die plain» anfl led/ .o-n/? hul^ 
By troops o£ nqble mgiiis» va^sing^ U^ , 'Uuoh ailT 
The choral strain, db^iU^ b6for^<d|0;Bihr«pf|.i .1?./. 
And the swart Indian, froioiliis ricbfestoiuiief.:. o^-. u 
Shdld%.dia|riiby^ pluck th^ orient p#arl „,c^ , ..,(x 
From oceanVidepths; andi mouh) the golden oires ni " 
In Yotive ofieringi, jtucb a^ godn^flnay d^^m 
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The blind distracted waiid««r»{ivi^ho6e!e^^ ; ...nii: 
Predeitiiied «fid m^dttote^y, eeisiiUK .^t , ^ : ]ui jy,\T 
Trivial compar^ to aOuA, |)rom.Pjl^tA> iP9f(I#f^ .;> n /• 
Shall rend Olynypw witb bi^,tteilU5^^pcoft^ 
His ibitter AcciKtttiqii» dpic^k), thefgp^ . ? = • [ jj. -: 
Receive oblati<Mis fiiomtliyilpitdt^ » .IJ /liH 

Orestes lashedlby^furii^ ShsiU)^«;i&(Qi , : ;: i;i>ajpni!')a 
To plead. aga&st thee: Justio^'^itii^ lus<h^ oT 
And blopdiicimiided blo0d i Shalt t]H|UfH3qq^>r:,j>i; 
Th^ JndignatifiAof Ot9rgoii^nvlloo» > /a> :iiuA--.U, 
The sacved boddaof imtiire^ iad witk byoms : > :i;i)\l 
And sacrifice of baSB^'aii4.fflitleiliBg^ffa«ia)a ) »ilf oi 
Appease lheoutitag«d<deitiesf^--^«3)^qi^r! /.I. <i. tvjuA 

- <»: . !.C!oNs<fAimiiiu i: ,'Hj<»if ii . i 'jT.'ilT 
I will not.be denied. W^ere90B9Ljmrjnt99.,r, ^oF. 
Your deep enehantmani&iAd^iniyiterioiis spdls. 
The smoking" inocnBethat ascends to heaven, 

The |iiagi«f^zsr that 9Qmp^^%»^ ,., , ,: 
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Descending deities? My' fierce remorse. 
The unutterable -aa^aidi of mjr soul 
Demands relief! Rid' n^ ^^ tlidite> pale forms '■ 
Tiiaty mid the bla29e<<tftla^4h€» gloom of li^ht, 
Are fixed 'finW^^^nfybbrti^ Qr^, : 
Sleeping or Npii>ak&^g^ b^ A^'tttor^! 

Send Rome's proM Etnpkdr ^oriit td desertd t^ $ 
Bid him resig^-M^ regal dii^dem--^ . o , 

Relinquifibing the mistresii bf the wofid^ ' - ' 

To roa^^« begl^tiirough Ms own wide realnu 

Stand^ti6l 1^ "mtitel "^4^ sO^ 

Mocking my passionate giief^wiU makame^iiiad ! ;! <' 

Pour cur«8« on liie^ bid me stndiiieaishjieti^ 

To the ^duiaiK^ia£'«tring;e,toriAfe^ ke^ . 

Ke&i as my!ag8py(i»fH(kiindi;i:btitflay: o .. : • >:,(i^' 

There is a hope^ a dhance/ diattsUfiering 

May pave^thil wnj/f.tOi mercy// J>*i/ . -/ ^fi i .f, ; 

Miy V 'Ml <)t iHi'Y,^,. :}C5tosi»«tinei:.i^i:*j{^ . •».<; 
Be not deceivt^ idi«lgtidjsi ha^c^tike^ diyidowi'i ^i^ 
Nor prayer nor penance can avail. Depart, 
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We have no biEAn tb-gfiWlhee. Feital rites, ''' 
And joyous ^fice, the «n|?. the dWiee, 
Performed in praise caid^li^nidor, form alone-' ' 
The duties of OUT office. Jhipher-i »'■ '' m;, i 
Deigns not to give commission ta lu» priests - 
To pardon criminals* -Seek bther sdunned^ >; >.; ^ "(IT 
And 1>eiid the knee to ibreig»>deiiiei^;:' . . <i dt 7/ 
Thou canst not mo^e the gods of Qfet^-wmi'VbMk 

• OtmsVAifmNB. 
Despite thyself iliioti' gi^st me hope, — speak! say 
Where shall I bend'my •sCe^Ml'-^Awlierese^k Ae^Amit 
Wheneemettjy springs >■ 5 )-^*i.i« ..no,'; yifi i^ ■> •.:!. 

Tmn to^theiiFingiGodl •'} »; . A 
Forsake these idols made by human hands, 
These dumb insensate marble images, 
And seek redemption form that Holy One, 
The wonderful, the marvellous ! whose name's 
Above all powers of mag^c, far above 
The sorcerer's nightly rites, Thessalian drugs. 



% 



w 



The secret charmsrof Mosapbis, Witf^deep^.^i [ 

Dominion from the evil pow«rg,,an4 gives ^i . ,\ y 
Salvation to a fidlea world«fradore . : . a i ( f 

The sacred namid^ which devils haye i»vtf ed li.i , ,[ 
With fear and trembliog ! .0'^ the darji^^nedjemntji 
JUb0ld«4ayHila^fiqsriiig8, : :^ ,,:,:: . , .nf.. ^ fFOfir 

fti'. \-J. ^i^. — ^'3q» »i mi TjSayjOHf Ay;v<3iice if,* -,^r 
fShmis^li) iii|&,bwdlene4^aiirtrjiHr(loulf|ri < -^^ v^: /: 
Even at thy words those bl^ediiig'. ghastly isbndl^ if 
Have melted into air^i; iBkssed be God ! 
A sinn^s |iiaylTi»«ro in^di^ ' 

..-;-t . .1 ! -■• . >i . / is'if t>.h Ki'ir }!)j'0 •■/ .>! i 
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iiTHE: WITCH'S ORDEAL. 

'') .'<;.! '<>'''ic BRiJCilTIC. SKET-CKi- i: :- 

Scene. — The outside of a hovel on the e(ige of a 
common. A village in the distance. -'A crowd of - 
rustics assembled. -^ ' 

The Rei-uteb WiTCH. / f 

ELtiNbRy THii Squire's DAuoHvbR 
Alice. 
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SVlLLAOERS. 
JllABGARBT. > . 
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A Traveller. ' . < . 

FARdfifeRSx PeA^ANT^) LAitoiURElLSy &C. m . / 

i. '.'TiRST.BuATIO. .:.•«; '< n m» .;j ■ i T 

Off with tlie witch, ; 1 say we*U> try the. test-^ I y. 

I warraiMt nieilhe hag will sff iii^ The &md . 
Will be at. hand tjo help— ^opild^i^ighUours^-xcfcBiey 
Assist to hale heir t6. die Hirer's brink, ot . :(«< J 
Then we shalLsee hotw like A cork she^ floate. t i ^^^ 
Upon the rapid wateos. , . ^, - M * ? : '<>y 

Second Rustic. J >!: • <•" 
Down with her— 
She has performed her wicked freaks too long ; 
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The mildew hkiigs apon tbb corn ; the earth 
Teems with unwholesome dam{Ms; whole flocks of 

Are smitten; with disease ; and she has wrought 
These deadly plagues. Beneath the waning moon 
I saw her gather poisonous herbs, and heard 
The spells she inly muttered-M>ff with her ! 

Croud. 
Aye to the river straight — the wilch shdl sWim. 

Ellinor. 
Nay, nay good people, hold your eager hmds ' 
The poor old dame iS' innocent — ^indeed 
She cannot harm you if she would — so old, 
So pressed by want — Ohl if she. had die powor 
To work forbidden qpells, she would not starve 
Upon a morsel wrung from the cold band 
Of most reluctant charity. Then pause. 
Nor for an idle prejudice commit ^ i 

This cruel deed. 
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Third Rustic. 
She hath he&k proTed a witch, 
A foal rank witch. Twas but a fortnight nnee 
She passed our door^ and oiil of wicked spke 
Because die silly childl^n s^t a cur 
A snarling on her heels, to verjuice turned > 

A cask of stout October. ^Ti^ in rain . 
We nail the guardian honse-^boe o'er the porch ; 
And place witeh-strfMrS: across the tbreshold^-HBtiU' 
Our cattle die, and still the iioiaome. blight 
Destroys the labourer's toil, the fanner's hope. 

Alice. 
I drove the eai^ef efl b^dam frqin my gate, . 
And straiglita loafthsome toad dragged its:foul length, 

4 

And sh^ its. Fenom o'er .tl^ rosemary^ ' r. : 

The thyme, and sage, djrying for winter's fiUx^.. ; , - 

MARGARET. (.-,•. 

The hens break all the eggs, and we may chum 
Until our arms drop off-r-no butt^ comes. 
Strange cats with glaring .eyes; aome of the brood 
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She nurtures in her hoyel roam abroad 
And dart at people's throats. Shie makes the owl 
To hoot around our houses. Snakes and tt&gs 
And slimy replSIes, birds of night, the bat, 
The croaking raven and the hedgehog griifei, 
Creatures -who fly from man, are with this hag 
Familiar, and in her spite she sends '' 

The will-oVisp to guide the wanderer on 
To some deep bog : our hind was lant^-n-led 
But yesternight, fmd came hoikie seared -to death.' 

••^'i^"- '■• ' '■' 'Alice. '•• ' ' - '•• '* 
She fears nor heaven nor 'earth, is never seen 

■ * 

At church or meeting : when she mumbles prayers. 
She fiiays them backwards: she is heard ^to talk 
With mandrakes buried deep within 'die ground" 
Who do her bidding. Out iipon the Witch-^ 
Ay to the river, down widi heir I say. 

The Witch. 
You will not be content tmtil you have 
My life, you greedy blood hounds. Can I stir 
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A step without a gihti * Pitfalls are set 
Aboat my pa A, and I an sorely brusEfed 
By sticks and stones c^t by the Tillage fry 
Whoicfer I^wander fourth ; your brats are taught 
To maim my cats, I soon shall be without 
A shed to screen me from the storms ; the roof 
Is pulled about my ears. The murrain take 
Your beasts^ the r^ plagte hang on all ! ^ 

Ellikoe. 

Stay! stay! 
Nay do not curse good mother ; you should striye 
With meekti^ mid with gentleness to turn 
Their stubbdrn hearts. ' •» - 

The Witch. ' * " 

Turn stbties and rociilM^'twould be '' 
A task as cieilsly. *^reach not peace to Itte. ' ' ^' 
I hate the candkig venliin, and VM spetid 
My latest breath in railing* Blisters be 
Upon your slanderous' lips ! ' famme and pi^tilence ' 
Feed on your vitals! 
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First Rustic. 
Peace ibon fooUmoutfaed witdi ! 
Shall we stay tam^y by, and hear her curse f 
Seize her good neighbours^ dn^ her to the stream* 

i ' . . Ckoud. 
Down with the witch ! down with the wicked hag, 

• ■ I • . . ; . / 

Enter a Traveller on horseback. Ellinor n^iw ffp 

and accosts him. 
Ellinor. 
Oh Sir ! for fiharit;^ arr^.the mad 
And murderous purpose of t^ese o^ulous 
Inhuman peasants. They will put to death 
A poor old harinlesi^.cr)^i!^[^re, something given 
In truth, (o eTril gp^^ing; ji^ut indeed 
Most wrongfully accused. The <^iarge they ^ring 
Would be a theme for. merj^im^it alone. 
Were they not bent upon a cruel tesl^ 
They 'U drown their wretched victim for a witchi 
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TRAVELXiER. 

It were in Vain, 
To reason with a crowd so obstinate • ^' 

And mischievous m their intentions— stand' ^ide 
And I will striye to lead thein to adopt ' 
A better ordeal. My good friends restrain 
This violence; there is no need to drag* 
Yon wretched creature to the river's brink-— 
You have a surer test within your reachi\'' 
You all h^ve Bibles f 'In a Christian land 
'Twere sin to doubt it^ Place within the s<^ales 
The sacred veluine of the -Scriptures,, and 
However small, however light it be, - 
Nay should one leaf alome remain, 'twill sink 
Like lead to eatth while the convicted witch 
Shall fly above the beam : but should Ae book 
Be lightest in the scale, then bo assured 
That you have wronged diis woman-^who diall say 
That she is guilty if this holy book 
By Heaven inspired and most infiillible, 
Proclaim her innocent f 
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Rustics. 
We'U try the test ; 
It must be true. 

, i First Rustic (bringmg, a Bible) » . . 

This Bible's somewhat burge, 
'Twill weigh the beldam down, n<xw neighbour Giles 
Your scales are handy — 

They weigh the mtch, wlio proves the heaviest 

Second Rustic. , ; { 

We hare been to Uame; Y 

She has outweighed the sacred volumer-Hsee T 

It seems a feather jn the balance. 

j; I . /, .: . Friends 1 

Go to y)our honoLMiWd ponder on thef wcffd 
Of Him who girai^uslylyoudb/Nifed to give > 
Tl^t hdy Yolume.tQ a?sinfiil w^ld.. 
Oh know ye not thut WbeR.the blessed S<m 
Of light and peace gave up Im lile^for us 



■/ 1 



" ■ .• .*i,!- • ..J. 




89 



The power of evil spirits was destroyed t 
Live not in ignorance of Him who chained 
The fiends of darkness, and to .all . mankind 
Offered a free redemption 

Witch. 

Has the Bible saved mt$ 
Traveller. ... 
The word of God h(is saved you ! Oh repent. 
And turn in humble thankfulness to Him 
Who will preserve your soul. You now rejoice 
Because your wretched body has escaped 
t*rom present peril, but a nobler boon 
Courts your acceptance. Flee away from sin 
And seek a blessed immortality. 

Ellinor. 
Thanks, thanks, good Sir; it was a happy thought. 

Traveller. 
Lady, in this my pilgrimage I've learned 
In every evil chance of my sad life 
To seek for aid, for comfort, and for strength, 

N 
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From Holy Writ. Study with humble zeal 
This blessed book, and you will never need 
Another counsellor. Those rustics feared 
The word of God : and lady, may I say 
Your influence was weak, because they heard 
Nothing save wcnrldly wisdom to oppose 
Their idle superstition. 
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THE INCANTATION. 

A DBAMATIC SKETCH. 

Scene i-^The Bergstrasse Uilk at Midnight-^ 
An Assembly of Witches. 
First Witch. 
For ever first at meeting! Sisters, wli»*e, 
Where can ye linger on this lovdy night? ■. i- 
The moon i^ dowH* but in the dear blue sky 
The stars are tbick; aspule as nHyesK Bome^ 
Some bright asi4 golden, some like bunusbed steel 
Clustering in millioQs, trembling as they pi^^ 
The midnight aii^. Oh ! how my spirit drinks . 
Their infiuence. Come on ye tardy crew 1-^ 
Bring me mj wings ; I'm tied to this dall esuthi 
And y^ ^tis beaiitifiil. The laughing Rhine 
Rolls its bright azuie waves through yon wide plain 

• 

Washing the base of many a city's walls : . 
The gotbic towers of spires^ The lofty point 
Stands boldly in |]w twi%ht, firom the dark 
Cathedral inass of Wornu? miQst aAcient.^hwrcbj .• 
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And lower d<)wn benealk the lirtghtest star 
Lies Mentz : the -spirit <if h^ Faust •' 
Beams in Ihiil star, ik^ mightiiBst master, he 
Of our forbidden art.^ Clothed in a silvery mist 
Across the stretching cnm^fieldsy. richly gemmed 
With foresta dark a|id rustic Tillages, 
The y osges inountaitts bound the distant view, 
The fair and fertilie hills of jocund France, 
And to the^east lies our ^rwn Odenwald, 
Girt wit&' the granite ribs of mother ^ardi. 
Steep clifis yincM^garlanded, and winding Tales, 
And seas of rocks sublime, and woods of pine 
Mark the gay cfaao%. wild fantastical. 
The sport of nature's most capri(^ious mood. . 
Hark the owl hoots?r^'tis answered by the toad^ 
With her harsh orodL-^the signali^I am here ! 
Where is our master? 

Sbcond Witch, jfl^ipeartit^* 
He will come anon. 
This jn o«r jubilee ; t04%ht we weaTe 
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A spell more potent, deep, and terrible, * > 

Than ever yet hath broken the strict', laws r '• 

Which bind that frail worm, man. Where'er we listi 

In sea or air, whatever element 

The ftakcj charms, 'tis ours to revel hu 

See from the d^tbs below the cauldrons riflfa : . 

Fling in your mystic gifts. 

.Third WtT€H, and oHJterr. 
A spotted snake, • 
Choaked in the shifting sands of .Mogador'«-« 
The last Hfe-^blood of the expiring wretch 
Gored by a shaggy Aadalusianbidl, 
His native wildness maddened by the thhist 
Of hostile spears — ^fbam gather^ ifiom the Kps 
Of a plague-4Bmitten iren^ade*-4he beak 
Of a bald vulture, wet widi human gore-^ 
A moore deer's heart, snatched m the deadly feud 
Between a serpent monster and the fierce 
Numidian tiger, nuxed with lizard's fiit — 
The monMering flerfi of munu^ses.tom from out 
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Is filled with music as it gently woos 

The waving clusters of the tamtoisk, 

Or whispers through the clove carnation beds 

In amorous sigfa% lulling the soul to sleep. 

Steeping the seiises in deljcious calm. 

No dreams disturb oUr slumbers, we inhale 

Rich perfume ras we breathe, and the rapt ear ; ' ! ' 

Lists to the gush of: fountains; and the>5t>ng -. '■'■ i ) 

Of night's most thrillingntinstr^: brought in swif^Uan 

By the:spiced gale- frdm 'distant almond groves^ 

'- . • 'FipVh Witch. 

I fly to oriental plains! but 'tis : 
To wander amid ruiiis,^ ftlid to i^halre 
His midnight meal with the huge vampire bat, 
Nestling all day within theltnarble halls 
Of proutd PeirsepoUs. Hie jackal howls. 
The serpent hisses, and the eagle screams 
As my advienturous spirit urges them 
From their most secret haunts. 
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Sixth WitchT 

The sport 
I lore to follow on Spitzbergen's shore. 
Beneath the frowning icebergs, floundering seals 
Perform their clumsy gambols on deep beds 
Of drifted snow. I trace the sullen bear 
Home to his den, or join him as he prowls 
Along the cold inhospitable coast, 
List to his low deep growl, and see him tear 
His prey in savage joy. 

Sbtenth Witch. 
On the top 
Of lofty Caucasus a hideous irtorm 
Is brewing by the fi^ds of h^ the caves 
Have let loose all their winds ; me sooty clouds 
Are filled with sulphur ; in mere wantonness 
The hurriome is liatdied; and it might spend 
Its idle fury o'er Tartarian wastes ; 
But m bestride the dingy scud, and lead 
The tempest o'er the Euxine. There's a bark 

o 
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Manned from the Odenwald — a dauntless crew 
Who dream of the blue Rhine, and toast their wives 
In Schirauz wine^ yet, as they gaily quaff. 
Scoff at the Persian vintage— they have drank 
Their last, last drop crushed from the topaz gmpQ 
That gems their native river. We will swell 
The ocean with our flood, let the wild winds 
Rave o'er the waters, tUl the ang^ waves 
Lashed into fury, climbing to the clouds, 
Divide and combat. Mid the deadly crash 
Of warring elements, the thunders peal, 
And lightnings fierce illumination, I 
Shall laugh to see the shattered vessel drivie ''* 

Before the storm, wheel round and round, tbettnnk 
For ever in the fathomless abyss- 
There will be music in the dying cry 
Of one ftr whom the rest are doomed. Yon Karl, 
Wilt thou remember when the sweeping surge 
Comes rolling onward^ her whom thy false tows 
Have ruined, soul and body f What doth ail 
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The witch pot that it slowly simmers still f 
We shall be late — how dost thou mean to ride? 

Eighth Witch, 
r th' tail of the comet, as it shoots across 
From pole to pole the boundless fields of air, 
I hold my rapid midnight course, and where 
The last pearl-diver sank to rise no more, 
Drop in the gulf and search for his white bones. 
And plant my feet deep in the slimy ooze 
Accumulations of a thousand years. 
Unctuous and green, the. fat of the sea wavei 
And dare the ocean monsters as they gaze 
With their round dull, yet, fiercely cruel eyes ■■■ 
Stupid, untameable, I love to rouse 
The only feeling of their brutishness, 
Their horrid thirst for banqueting on blood * 
Then mount a dolphin's back, and swim away 
Far, far beyond their reach. 



i; 
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Ninth Witch. 
'Tis glorious sport ! 
Oh ! who would sit beside the fire and spin. 
When they can thread the ocean's maze, or dance 
Upon a star-beam f My fond mother weeps. 
And looks upon me with beseeching eyes. 
Whene'er she hears me murmur my witch songs^ 
And Leopold has brought me top-knots gay 
From Strasburgh and from Mentz. They Ve trinuned 

theg^reen. 
And planted flowers, and coaxed the litde birds 
To feed upon the window sill — they hope 
To make me love these simple things. Old Paul, 
The Tillage pastor shakes his silvery locks. 
Shudders and sighs, to see me reckless turn 
From holy shrines ; they dread to know the truth, 
Yet deeply fear. They've barred the outward door 
And nailed a horse-shoe o'er the threshold, strewed 
The chamber with fresh rosemary ; but I 
Repeated thrice the magic spell, and snapped 




101 

Sach brittde bonds, flew up the chimney swift 
And grained high Melibcecus. See how sound 
The Tillage rustics sleep ;*-the hamlet lies 
In that small dell. How silent its repose ! 
The birds are mute, not even the watch-dog^s bark 
Breaks the deep silence; and the evening breeze 
Is hushed ; there's not a leaf stirs. Haste away 
To the deep forests and the boundless plains, 
And chase a herd of buffaloes who spurn 
The earth beneath them, as they course along 
The wide savannahs and the prairies, where 
The boldest hunter never yet hath dared 
To track their footsteps. 

Tenth Witch. 

On swart Afric's coast, 
Swept by a keen east wind, a locust cloud 
Were drowned in ocean ; the returning tide 
Hath cast their loathsome bodies on the shore 
To swell and putrify ; that tainted air 
I may breathe harmlessly. FU drink my fill 
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Of the foul atmosphere; then hover o'er 
A grove of chesnuts in Castilian shades. 
Lured by the tinkling sound of the guitar 
Tenderly sighing its fond serenade. 
Hymning the praise of woman. There are eyes 
In their dark languish soft and beautiful 
As the black orbs of Yemen's antelopes. 
Which pay the minstrel, flashing through the bars 
Of the closed lattice. Should the perfumed buds 
Of orange, and the fragrance-weeping lime. 
Or sweeter still, the honied voice of love. 
Draw the veiled beauty from her coy retreat, 
I'll spread the foul contagion through the air. 
Scatter the pestilence and sow the seeds 
Of death in their embrace ; the morning's dawn 
Shall find them lifeless on a bed of flowers. 

First Witch. 
Enough! enough! 
The cauldron boils. It is the witching hour ; 
The mighty form of Odin strides the hill ! 
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And Thor's and FreygmVi shadowy forms appear, 
Filling die air with mist ! 

Second Witch, 
The rocked earth quakes. 
He is amoi^st us; grim, and dark, and tall, 
In awful gloomy majesty. Perform 
The mag^c rites in silence. 

Third Witch. 

They are done ! — 
Up and away ! One blast, one rush of wind 
To scare the deeping villagers, and then 
All will be eafan upon the Bergstrasse hills; 
No trace of witch or demon to betray 
Our mid-night vigil to the eye of man. 
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GERALDI SFORZA. 
a dramatic tale, in four scenes. 
Geraldi Sforza. 
Prince Anoelo. 
Julian. 
Carlotti. 
Veronica. 
Isabel. 
Scene I. — A Saloon in Prince Angela's Palace. 
Angelo and Carlotti. 
Anoelo. 
Good day, Carlotti; this is kind, to leare 
The splendid pantomime, the gaudy train. 
To visit a recluse, whose waning health 
Would sink beneath the sun's meridian beams.-— 
The pageant has commenced % 

Carlotti. 
Ay, a full hour, my lord ; 
But is its progress slow. The people throng 
In countless multitudes— Aeir eager love 
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Is not to: he reilrainedk-Mlefymg Uowb, 

The prancuig dldrger's hoo6» the sbim's «taT(^ 

They crowd ^roiuid the hero» 611 the Air 

With shouts of. Sforza ! Sforza ! bnire GerfJdi t-^ 

Seize «ii his cgiirs^'s mus, and pre^p th^ir Up& 

Upon his flowing inaiitk. 

.•n-i'v. Ah, 'tJ9 like,^-« 

Set up an imaj^^c to the populaoe. 
Decked with a few vain trophies» tbey will fall 
In mad idolatry to worship it. 

C^aiiOTTU. 
ModW and mild, y<et cheerfal, Sfor^ reins 
His hangiity steed, gtrmg to allihe crowd 
Wanii thanbr, and kinder smfles. A gallant train. 
The nobles of the dily, ride faehiud, 
Bearing the spoils of ^Tiinis^ all enwreA^ied 
With laurel foliage t inim Ahe baleoniesy 
Filled with the fabf^st andi^tfae noblest damei^ . . o 
Are flung rich iNfl^faniVHscarFei, diaplels»md^^>vniPr 
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And sweet and thrilling' voices make the breeze 
Melodious with the ^ivied name of Sforza! 
Young Julian by his side, seems to enjoy 
A second triumph, glorying in the friend 
Who taught his arm to wield the sword, and pludc 
The never-fading laurels which he wears 
So proudly on his brow, from Austria's plains. 
They come ; I hear the long protracted shout. 
Approach the lattice, good my lord, and view 
The pageant as it passes. . 

Angelo. 
No, no, no; 
It is Plough, that from my colunmed p<xrch 
Up to the pediment, green wreadis are hui^^ t 
And goldwwrought flags, and silken streamers wave 
From every balcony. This will. suffice— 
I need not undergo a mtotyrdom-rr* 
Expose my person to the mocking g^ze : ' . 
Of the vile rabble, as, in times of old,: 
Hie conquered captive graced Ihe^hairiQtfFhjediR 
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Of fortnue'a gilded minioiu I confess 
My ws|iil of fortitude, — I cannot gaze 
On my triumphant rival, all unmoved, 
Or view the contrast with a Stoic's eye, 
Wh^i baffled, beaten, chased by land and sea, 
I. brought ^remnant of my soldiers home, 
Mid higsea and disgrace. 

Carlotti. 
The chance of 'war, 
Disease and famine, want and mutiny. 
Were all combined against thee./ 

Anoelo. 
Here I swear 
By all the sacred attributes of heaven ! 
By all the much-ldved honours I have lost! 
What man could do I did, to stem the tide. 
Which ran so strong against me: — I had died 
Upon the field of war, but that I hoped 
Some future pmod would see me rise 
FrcMm basedefeat to glorious victory; 
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Yet slander loudly hiised witb pl&^b^ftwglit teeaA ] 
A thousand falsehoods ; told of M<k>riBli goUf ' 
Of coward terroi^, ihriflmg, weak d^guir. 
Blasted my name, and held me up to «eoni. 

Carlotti. 
A poor return ! 'Tis an ungi^tefiil wbridJ ; 
Yet let not this depress you; soon, perchance, ' 
A time may come that shall retrieve the ills 
You labour under. 

AnogI/O. 
Never, Carlotti ; 
Never, whilst Julian and Genddi live. 
They are my rival stars, and shine so bright, 
I am eclipsed^ o'erpowered, sunk in thick 
Impenetrable darkness. By itiy birth 

A prince • m perscm ^*tis poor vanity 

To plume one's iself on mere exterior. 
And chance advantages ; yet I may boast 
A form, cast in as g^nd and pure a mould 
As Julian's, or m Sforzi^'a; and my nikid-^ 
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By hear^ 'twas fired by mrtamm idipalM! ^ 
What k the ruaaoD that I am o'anHKlaMd:. 
Widi diaqqpoiiitnnnt, obloquy^ and v^roog^r ; . 
By the base worid misjudged, whilst others rise 
On the broad wings of fame, and fortune smiles,. 
And crowns Aem with her gold and roseate wreatbif 

Carlotti; 
Withdraw. your mind from aU its late pursuits; 
Seek other channels — love, and politics : 
Thescimces are open, they may bring 
A sweet obliyious balm — at least excite 
Strong interest. 

. AlfOEtO. 

Politics and love f 
What, if tbey bodi were tried, and both. bad prt^ved 
False to myhopesj bright meteors^ to invite 
My eageat steps to drag me deeper down 
The darik abyss of diamef Young Julian, 
Even m his boyhood, has outstripped me fsi;. 



My late negociations, all my toil, 
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The zeal I maiiifested to obtain 
An honourable peace, deserred success. 
Yet were they blighted, and a scomfullaugh 
Rang through the council, as with lionest pride 
I spoke of it as ratified; deceived, 
D'er-reached by diplomatic wiles, the foe 
Amused me with a hollow armistice, 
And ravaged all the frontier ; Julian, 
Like a young lion rushing on his prey, i 
Flew to avenge the wrong, 'gainst fearful odds-^ 
So great, it seemed miraculous. He won 
A splendid victory ; wrote terms of peace 
With his own sword in blood. The emperor. 
Amazed at such an unexpected stroke. 
Granted at once to this wild, headstrong boy, 
Conditions which I never dared propose. 
Thou know'st the clamours of the multitude, — 
The honours he received, but can'st not guess 
My damning tortures ; let it pass. — ^You spoke 
Of love— the beauteous Veronica, she 
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Tlie yfiaccw lodbd's diief confidante :«-«* 
Do0t tboQ, Cariotii, kno^ir her 9 

Carlotti. ' ♦ 

Liyes tbere a man in Naples, be he highi 
Or low in his estate, who has not pressed, 
'Mid whelmii^ crowds on days of festival. 
To gaze opmi her wondrous loveliness? 
She seems a Imng of another sphere ; 
Form'd in the skies of those bright dazzling clouds 
That hang mid-way in air on summer days, 
Fleecy, and soft, and white, as plumage dropped 
FVefih fitHn the snowy breasts of those fair doves, 
Which drew die car <^ Venus. The rich tint 
Of warm celestial red that bathes the arch, 
Morning and eve, of pure unclouded heaven. 
Blooms on her cheek, and dyes h^ ruby lip. 
Her eyes, the colour of the firmament, 
When SB its darkest deepest blue, but far^ -j 
Far brighter than its stars. Her glittering looks 
Are threads of gold, stcden fromt^ radii 
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That circle round the sanu Hear matdUess form. 
Her faultless lineaments, fair a|id delicate. 
As sculptured goddesses, yet breathing life 
In sighs of melting sweetness, charm the heart;. 
The eye^ the soul of man. 

Angelo. 
True, true, Carlotti,— 
Thou hast described her well. 

CARXOTfl. 

To-day, my I«Qrd, 
Beside the F!riacess Isabel, she stood ^ 

* 

Amid die feirest of the court, but &r 

Surpassii^ all ^ lovely, and young, and g^yt 

As the first .Helen^wheft in iniiooence 

She dwelt beneath her father's foof, niH* dreamed 

That charms ham fisulid iailueace^ A rose, , 

But yielding in jte beauty to ber^elf. 

Becked her white blreast :; and this, as Sfi>r2a passed^ 

She flimg/lo Imn, with sklcb « tender mt$ 

So sweet, so delkale, bafllifiil, yet proud. 
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To give the haro €»f tl|f ^4^y f plize 
Beycmd bk haHL^eaita^d Itarebi bk hig cap, 
With foDd dd%hl, <amiai pkcod file HMa 

Anoelo. 
Woald, like the flowers that g^w on Alpine clifis. 
It had the ipoiwer to blast him. Y^roitica ! 
Ob, Vercmical^.in thy sunny smile 
I had fin^eojtt^ all my miseri^ I 
I loyed hei^.ifith a miad idolatry. 
That wonld |ii^p#' sacrificed eternal lih 
To wii^^/nrfist-jretqni; the eoUy proud giri, 
With contumelioiia scoim rcAiaed my sui^ , ' 
Glanced .al:«»;fiatedisgihiceB, andta-galt ^ '-■'''- 
My rankling wound m& tenooi slunrp ^ . ^ ' ' -' ^ 
As poison from the desert serpent^ tosib^: v 
Bestowed her fond aflfaotionM^pUdged her hand 
To my detestedlMrd[4*-ai-*Ag(ttyl' ^ 

Idi Sforzal -i :^>?* ^^'^ -'[ ' ^' V-'^ 
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Carlotti. 
Oh, good my lord ! 
My early patron, thou hast rent my heart 
By these sad tales. 

Angelo. 
I am a man borne down 
By lava floods; in vain I struggle; fate 
Pursues me; every bright and cheering hope ' 
Whelmed in the burning cataract, my soul 

Withers within me. This fair atmosphere. 
The breeze, 'which imid others brings ridi balm 
And healing ,oii its wings, to me is hot 
And suflfocating ; cursed by heaven and man, 
I hide my miserable', wasted form i 
Within my palace i^alkf : 

Cim £ri^idship itoothie 
Thy deep-felt woesf ! \ *>•'** i ^ it ' ?-- 
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Yes, yeSy^Carlotti- 
Giye to my longing soul the means .to CKwik \ .,, - 
My hated rivals — ^let me plant, despair 
In others' hearts— —Julm ! Sforza ! 
And she^ that young fair girl-r-— -Oh, it were blk% •( 
Maddaung, ecstatic bliss, to /^ee them writhe 
In agony like mine ! 

Carlotti. 

Young J^liw standi 
Upon the brink of ruin, he has.spread « 
His new-fledged wings too near the fervid umu 
s '.. ■ . , Angelo. 

.What dost thou mean i 

Carlotti* 

. By chance, a lucky change 
I trust it was, I learned that .Julian .; 

And the young Princess secretly were joined 
In wedlock's. bonds; and yesternight at court} 
He dropped this billeti written by the handv .^ ■ * 
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Of Veronica: the outward idroll explains 
The reason why idie Prmpew ooi!dd not pen 
The fond <»flti8ion.——*« 

■ AhoVIiO* ■•■■ — '.". . L. 

• Reaid^ to me, qttick' 
It giri^ « gloi^ioMi prombe*--'*^--* 

" Loved treasure of my scmlj ; . 
<< My own Leander, 1^ tiiott iieef st the fate, 
<< The hapIiBsK ftle of ium whom thy fond breast 
« Delights to imitate, forbear txMiight 
^^ To tempt the perils that await thy gtepa u ■ ■ i mj 
'* Oh, worse than windli Hiid waves will rend apart 
** Our tender intercoai^se : 'tis AenHk to lose, 
** Even for one night,^ thy cherished company, 
** But 8t31^ still mo^e Isrrific are the fears 
*^ Which haunt my soul.— •! dread our secret known 
f * To Sforza ; his unyidding guarded breast, 
** So sternly virtuous, never could excuse 
<« Our mutual frailty— -is it firailty, sw^^ 
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^ T6 loire m we have loved f-^--^rn isead k^r diild 
« To visit thee till moiii, and it will smile, 
^ Like her thoa iov'st, and twine its little hands 
^ Amid thy raven ringlets.-«^«^iilian, 
^ Thott'ltdunk apon Inediroug^ the Umg^ lotig night ; 
** Bat do not pome, the garden*>gate is closed^ 
^ And pijri^g ejw are waking." 

Angblo* 
This wide parse 
Is filled with doable dacats; take them^ friedd^ 
And whatsoe'er thoa see'st or hear'st^ remain 
Sfleut as death. This bilM in my Imnds , 

IKiall pi^te a talisman.-— —Thy san is se t > » >; 
Julian !• GeraMi ! not another day 
Shall yoar bright triumphs mock my agonies. . 
Away! away! I languid fer the hoU' 
That brills me keen revenge. ;' (^ExiunU 
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' SoBNB IL-»1^ Sea-^hore. Naples illummated is 

seen in the distance. 
JSn^er Prince Akgblo. . . 

l8 nollliis place secure f Tbeyeryair 
Is drunk with joy, and goads my weary ear ':..-.' 
With the loud peal from every steeple's poipt^ 
Commixed with human yoices : happiness 
Seems overflowing from line breaslsi'of all. 
The hal£istanred beggar in.the streets forg^ / . i 
The pangs of> hunger, waves his raggedoap .,■■,. 
Aloft, and sbt>utsi joy ! jpy t The song imd dance 
Gro gaily round; and mocking Heaven's bright stars^ 
Comets and streams of fire ascend from eardi. 
Why, in die genaral feUcitj^, . 
Am I not also bkstf I haye no friend 
To soothe my sorrows ; no soft .tender breast, ; 
Whereon to rest my aching head; no smile 
Greets my approach ; no gentle voice essaya 
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To win me^inla sweet fiirgetfiiliieatf. 

I am eat offy^^dbandoned, left to pine 

In solitary nuMy. Is there then 

No source, no spring of hope, to bring me bliss ? 

This desolated bosom answers, — ^No ! 

Then, like the demon of the air, the fiend 

Who raises tempests, revels in the roar 

Of hurricanes and overwhelming waves. 

Laughs .at .the shipwreck, feels a wild delight 

Whene*^ tbe!fiirious avalanche descends 

In ruin o^&t bright nature's fairest works, 

I will transform these- maddening shouts of joy 

To bitter lanftentatipos of de£q;>air,~ 

These festal dresses^ splendid theatres. 

To mournmg robes, aiid scaffolds red with blood:— ^ 

My fevanedlip shall never niore:repeat^ - > * 

A prayer, an unavailing prayer, to Heavfiib ' ! 

Spirit of Evil! wheresqe'er thou dwell'st-^ ' I ' 

Or mid the torrid zo|ie, hat^ipg red {>l2^ea 

i 

And yellow. pestilence^ IirQneathNthe beams . > 
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Of the fierce sun that shines to curse, iiot'blaK> ' 
The withered eardi ; or in the frozen reulnis 
Around the northern pole, nursing bleak winds, 
And arming tempests with their fury ; or 
Deep, deep benesith the centre, flinging forth 
Thy golden baits to win the souls of men; 
Or gatherii^ attiid the elements 
Foul poison &cm dense vapours, forging darts 
And thunderbblis, and drawing up^ to^ Heaven 
The bUlowy flood, sacked in by sable douds. 
In black gigantic eolnmjiB, to give badt 
Their briny cataracts upon th^ deck > > ^ 

. » • • • 

Of some tall stately vessel ; — wheresoever. 
Spirit of Evil, thOu delighf st to dwell. 
Attend my sommons i^ heart, and mu^, and seM; 
I now devote td thee: crown with suedtss 
My devastaiing pkgeols.*— ^Who goes' there f 
Geraldi Sferzat to my wisb'lie comes.-^ * 
What can hare bnmght diee to this desert spoe— 
The hero of the hou^l^-^^Eicpectmir (^i^ds : 
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lift thj preieiiise ill the MaEiDg street^ ;. 
Wheat^t/bti^Bm Eumic the broad light of day. . ; 

Sforza. 

I fly to rest in quiet solitude. 
My spirits, weary of excess of bliss, 
Here, in this glorious amphi-theatre, 
Amid the grand imperishable works 
Of Him, the architect of heaven, I fed 
The litdoiess of man. The rolling sea, 
Illimitable, fathomless, sublime, — 
The lofty mountain, bearing on its breast 
Eternal fire, — the green enamelled eartb. 
With all its silvery streams, its flowery vales. 
And vast Impervious forests, — that clear sky 
Spanned with globes of fire, diangeless, and bright^ 
For ever shining on in majesty 
Upon the lovely world below, where man. 
The frailest work of nature, bows his head 
To unrelenting death. What is my fiime. 
Compared to those who, in die days of old, 

R 
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Spread thek* fierce ligbtningfir to th^ dast and w^, - 
And made their slurieking' fellow-creatiireid diiresf * 
This scene, the theatre of great exploits. 
Remains; bnt where ate they who lost and won 
The crimson field f A tale involved in do^bl, 
A broken bust, a medal half defaced, 
Alone are left; and therefore do I doAie, 
Good Angelo, to teach my swelling heart ' .' 
A lesson of hmnility. 

Anoelo. 

Soyoon^, 
And so successfnl, yet ^idowM 
With such philosophy, you may defy 
The frowns of fate. Misfortunes to a mind 
Guarded like yours would lose the power to wound. 

Sfouzo. 
Should storms arise, it may enable me 
To bear them like a man ; but I have now 
A harder tadc, to obedc the rising pride 
Which fills my soul ; blest far above my pieens 
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In lore; in friendifcip, and in war, I ferf 
My basmi swdl in wil4 tumttltncni* bliss.- 

Angelo. 
Enjoy the present. Happiness like thine 
Falls seldom to the let of man. Alas ! 
Perchance ev^i Ihon art standing on the brink 
Of some deep precipice, the dark abyss 
Concealed by smiling^ flowers, 

S^ORZA. 

With a friend 
So true as Jnliakiy a mistress so beloved, 
So fiuthfiii, fond, as Yenmica, I 
Can fisar no.evil, save the stroke of death; 
Noogiil dse can sever hearts so closely joined, 

Angelo. 
Has Veronica then received your vowa 
Since .your retnm from Tunis f 

Sforza. 

On die wing[s 
Of love die §ew to ifieet me ere I reached 
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The gates of Naples; one sweet hour we spent, ll 

Renewing every promise, every oath 1 y 

Of truth and constancy. 

Anqelo. 

Hast thou not heard 
Aught to alarm thy fears? hast thou not seen 
Aught to convince thee that a woman's love 
Is light, and friendship easily effaced 
When strong temptatioa ofiWsf 

Sforza. 

None have dared 
To breathe one venomed slander on mine ear, 
One well-framed falsehood of my angel love. 
Or my btave matchless friend ; and none will dai^ : 
For whatsoe'er his rank. Prince Angelo, 
I'd strike the base calumniator dead. 

AjfdlELO* 

If thou wilt brand the truth with falsehood's name. 
Now draw thy sword, and sheathe it in my breast ; 
For in my dyingtpangs^ with honest zealy 
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ril tdl tbee thou'rt ^eedved i^ Mae Julkn 
Now* Vei^s in^ io^ of Vetonica. 
Thy loiig-|Nrotracted absence was a test 
Too great for human nature ; passion g^rew ; 
Yontb, beauty, opportunity, combined 
To snap tbe bonds of honour ; rumour broached 
The tale abroad; there's not a page at court 
Who has not seen the pressure of the hand. 
The soft caress, the gentle whisper pass. 
And Julian sigh, and Veronica smile. 

Sforza. 
It may be possible, I sink so few 
Beneath &e worth of Julian ; her eye 
Might note his ferm superior, her soul 
Pay homage to the rirtues which excieed^ 
Far, fiir exceed my effinrts; and what man 
Could coldly turn from Veronica f Gk>ds 
Have quitted heaven to woo less loVely maids ; > 
Angels have fallen when strongly tempted ; then 
Julian is blameless. I will yield her up; 
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Join at the holy altar kindred souls, ' 
Though my torn heart should split in the attempt 

Angelo. 
Young Julian will refuse the gift : his loye. 
At least, has cooled ; and dull satiety 
Usurps the place of passion. To thine arms. 
To hide her infamy, the false g^l 
Would gladly fly. 

Sforza. V 
Liar and &efkd accursed ! 
My eager sword thirsts for thy blood; this earth 
On which thou stand'st should be thy sepulchre, 
But that I pant to drag thy dastard form 
To open day, to force thy serpoit tongue 
Before assembled multitudes to prore 
Thine own dishonours, dear my injured fame, 
And give thee up to obloquy and scorn. 
The most deceitful, desperate wretch would teat 
To cast a blt>t on. Veronica's name. - 
Secure in virgin innocence she stands; 
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lae stainlefiB soul that never dreamed of sdtr 
wiveA the gay sparkle to her eye, the smile 
liat plays around her roseate lip^^HSO pure, 
k> careless, and so trusting ; though ingrained, 
hankered, and Idperous sunk, immersed in guilt, 
lie heart that knows not virtue would confess 
liat 't was enshrin'd within heir s^tless breast,-^ 
Ske her of old, who, poets sing, could stray 
lecurely throi^ the desert wilderness 
Lmid the monsters of the wild, the fierce 
Lnd untamed lion, the insatiate wolf, 
Lnd ravening tiger, Veronica dwells, 
Jnscathed by the licentious tongues of men, 
\nd more abandoned women. In a court 
^ere foul corruption steals, dark guilt has shrunk 
Ibashed, and dared not touch h^ angel name. 

Angblo. 
rhis honest indignation binds thee still, 
$till closer to my heart. Unhappy friend ! 
iFould I could spare thee this calamity; 
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But honour, god-like honour, fires my soul, . . 
And wQl not be restrain'd* Bead, read Qeral4i| 
I spoke not without proof. 

Sforza. 

It is the hand, 
The seal of Veronica. (Reads the ktt$t.J 

Anoelo. (aside) 

Ha! it wcnrks: ' .? 

The subtle poison steals through all his Teins, 
And with his life-blood mingles. How his eyes 
Drink up the fata! scroll. Paralyzed 
And mute he stands. Where is the hero now. 
Who boldly fronted groyes of hostile spears ? 
Stabbed to the heart by a few foolish words*. 
Why >this is luxury my panting soul 
Never imagin -d : let me veil my joy ; 
If I betray my triumph^ I shall mar 
My well-constructed plot. 
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Sforza. 

Where are the fiends 
Wlio hare mTaded Heaven, and stolen the fonns 
Of angek, to deeeire my trusting hearth 
Oh ! false fair devil ! shameless wanton ! thou, 
Thoa whom I called my friend, cooldst thou too heap 
DishAmomr on my head, — ^ve to my arms, 
My chaste embrace, thy spotted harlot ? Heaven, 
hexkd me thy l%htning; 't is not common death 
That will suffice my vengeance. Angelo! 
I loved them both, — ^how dearly, these hot tears 
Will witnesid ; from my burning' eyes they burst 
lake drops of melted iron from thcf breast 
Of yon volcano,— —^Mi ! my Veronica !— 
Julian !— ye lovely phantoms of my brain ! 
Must, must I loose ye ! 

AHOBLa. 

Sudi ingratitude, 
S«di base return for kindness^ merits not 
tenderness. 

s 
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Sforza. 
Rather, good Angelo, 
Restrain my arm, than urge my gasping soul 
To deeds of horror ; limb from limb I'll tear 
The dark apostate in her presence ; sate 
My rav'nous eyes upon her agonies ; 
Deface the beauty which has dared to cheat 
The world with virtue's semblance ; monuments 
To future ages they shall stand, and leave 
A dreadfuMesson to posterity. 

Angelo. 
The night is waning fast; 't is now the hour 
When from the palace-garden Julian glides. 
Tearing himself from Veronica's arms, 
Mid fbnd complaints, sweet kisses, and hot tears. 

Sforza. 
The palace-garden say'st thou f It shall be 
To both a grave. Come on. Prince Angelo, 
And witness my revenge. {Exeunt^ 
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SCENE in.— The Palace Gardens. 

JVLIAH, ISABBLy YeRONIOA. 

Julian. 
(Hi I it is said, my Isabel, that Heayen 

Hath dosed tlie gates of Eden on mankind^ 
And Paradise no longer blooms; but we 
Have found, that innocent and faithful hearts 
Can make their own Elysium. Bounteous Grod 
StOl blesses his creation. — ^What a scene 
Of glory is around us; not a cloud 
(Vershades the radience of the summer sky — 
Turquoise and gold, the multitudinous stars 
Peep from the taider azure; Zephyr's breath, 
In gentlest sighs, scatters a silv'ry shower 
From the rich blossoms of the orange-trees. 
And wafts their precious odours on its wings. 

Veronica. 
The flowers drop balm, and trooping Juries haste 
To gather in their harvest, ere the bee 
Hath roused his drowsy head. Soft music steals 
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From y<Hider bubbling spring, far litde elvai 
Float in the liquid diamond, singing strains 
Of love, and hope, and joy. Oh, the broad day 
Hath none of those delights; sweet Fancy shrinks 
From the betraying sun, and chooses night 
To smile upon her witchery. 

Isabel* 

'Tis fair, 
Tis wondrous beautiful ; but did the night 
Come clothed in all its terrors, it must brkig 
Joy to thine Isabel, my Julian; we 
By stem necessity divorced by day, 
Breathe and exist but in the twilight hour. . 

Julian. 
My wild idolatry could wish that night 
Should reign for ever, and these fidry bowm 
Form all our universe. Amid the crush 
Of dark tumultuous passions, which the soul 
Must combat in its worldly intercourse, 
I sigh and languidi for the tranquil hour. 
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That links me with celestial beings — souls 
Who know nor sin^ nor sorrow, but by Mme. 

Veronica. 
Come, we will sit upcm this mossy bank; 
And though 't w«^ ^easiar to count die stars 
Than nnmber our perfections, thou wilt wtrive 
To execute the task* Behold my lap 
Is filled wiA iowero; Flora ne^er owned 
A richer treasure, and the prize shall be 
The wreath that Isabel delights in. See 
What deep bright tints dye these carimtions ; 
Are they too proud and gaudy for thy sweet 
Simplicity f Here is the delicate, 
The pale pink rose, the gende hyacinth. 
Who, ere the sterile wintry winds are hush'd, 
In pity opes her silken bells to chide 
The lingering spring ; here is the jessamine, 
Whose fidlver stars will suit thy dark loeks wdl ; 
The gay j<mquil, Titania's ample tent. 
And violets, where Puck ddights to hide, 
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Isabel. 

We must indulge her fimcy, Jalian. 
Repose beside me on this tarf ; my head 
Has sought its dearest pillow on thy breast; 
My Veronica feasts her gentle eyes 
Upon her fragile treasures : Gome now, Love^ 
Tax thy invention, or thy memory, 
With such a tale as suits this hour of bliss. 

Julian. 

Shall it be framed of love, or war — ^the lay 
Of some soft Troubadour, or armed Knight f 
Or shall I steal from Tasso's flowing verse 
The story of the warrior maid, or sing 
Armida's Paradise less fair than this f 
The tower of Ugolino were a tale 

Too dark and horrible 

I know not why, but gloomy images 
Alone present themselves, unnatural 
And fierce revenge,^ and disappointed love- 
But true love, sweety is seld<nn fortunate. 
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Isabel. 
Are we not bappy, Julian? My heart. 
Swelled with the fullness of its bliss, beats high : 
Thou'rt mine — ^I know thou'rt mine. Thy wedded 
Oh! as I clasp thee in my arms, I feel [|wif< 

Earth hadi no purer blessing in its gift. 

Julian. 
The early Christian, as he poured his soul 
Before the holy altar, reared at night 
Mid silent wildernesses, felt a pang 
Steal through his breast;— 4ie longed in open day 
To wmhip at the shrine. My Isabel, 
I hold thee next to Heaven. My love, my fiuth, 
Disdains concealment : as the martyr died. 
Acknowledging his God, I too would brave 
All peril, to proclaim before the world 
My title to thy love. The hallowed name 
Of wife springs to my eager lips, mine arms 
Are stretched to clasp thee, and Iny fcmd eyes gaze 
In pasnmiate devotion :— -I must check 
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The tender impulse, play the hypocrite. 

And school each gfuarded phrase to cdd respect. 

Isabel. 
Oh, whilst I hang upon the melody 
Of thy loved voice, list to the tender vow, 
And wreathe my fingers in the crisped cnrls 
That cluster o'er thy brow, no cankered care 
Will dare intrude ; and were th^e no restroiiit 
Upon my foolish fimdnessi thou woald'st soon 
Grow weary, Julian, and mope, and pine,* 
Like a caged turtle for Ay liberty. 

JVLIAN. 

You wrtMQg me by the thoi^ht, my bea 
I were unfit to share the joys of heaven, 
If I could tire of Eden. Do not dkide— 
Thy meek lip knows not chidiiig ; do net dgli 
To hear thy Julian confess, even bliss 
Like this is dearly purdbased j 'gainst my king 
I have oflSmded, and my consdouK soul 
Dares not to conavnue witlr its dealest 'frieM^ 
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G^raldi Sttnm } frpm bk searcliiBg ^ye 
I turn abashed ; our fir«e uBcmnbered vpeedi, 
Where thought met thought, aad every wi«h iqppeaied, 
Seems cramped and ciroumscribed. 

- Isabel. 

Thou art my world ! 
And wUlst I hear thee speak, and a^e thee smile 
In food appfOFal, aiy> dovoted squ} 
Is nqpt in bliss. Oh Julian J Julian I 
It is not thus thou lov'st me^^-erery day 
I bend my knee in impious mockery 
Before my &dwr, kiss his hallowed brow 
ViA.misooion my Ups, and foroe «iy |»ngue 
To utter hoUeiw vords, meis soundhig anr.-— 
My heart subdued, 9Bt hirdene^ bf my love, 
Weeps o'er its i|lial disobedjenee, yet ^• 
I would not be eestored to ihat sweet plato 
Of innocence that blessed njigr youdif Mis joy" 
Eyai i^wtttpriffi^ Ams^ so eirtiMi^ 
And p^ect is i|iy lore«i«f* Veronuny 
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Help me to rail against tliis cold, proud man, 
Geraldi Sforza, who usurps my place 
Within my husband's heart* 

JuLiii:N. 

She is absorbed 
In some sweet dream; dear Veronica wake, 
Convince this wayward girl, that she hadi wronged 
Our gallant friend; pour forth thine eloquence, 
Or will thy timid modesty deny 
Thy love for brave Geraldif 

Yeronio A. 

Thou hast loosed 
My silent tongue, and 'twill now wanton. Praise-^ 
Oh it must fall beneath his worth ; he sts^ds 
Unmoved on glory's pinnacle; no fierce 
And mad ambition fires his even soulj 
The meanest objects of creation share 
His tend^ness and bounty— -far abore : 
His own renown he prized his country's peace^ 
The happiness of others^-littman life, ' 
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Bj heroes littte Talued, never fell 
A ageless sacrifice at his command. 
How beautiful, and like a god he stood, 
Amid the grateful people he had saved 
From war's red scourge; his eagle eye was bent 
In gentle fcmdness o'er them. Chronicled 
In Inrass and nnrble to a distant age, 
His deeds shall proudly stand : but oh, above 
Earth's bright renown, for him the widow's prayer 
The orphan's blessing shall ascend to Heaven. 

. Julian. 
The dearest meed of valour is the praise 
That flows from pure unsullied female lips. 
Fair Veronica, 'tis the proudest boast 
Of brave Geraldi, diat his deeds have won 
Thy virtuous love. Kings may bestow rich gifts, 
Honours, and titles; Fame may twine a wreath 
Of bright and fadeless laurels, and the soul 
That covets immiHrtality must prize : 
The splendid tropjiies. Yet the Jhuman heart 
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Will sigh for something dearer J. What k life |o 

Unblest by sweet a&ctioDf iMbely y^ 

Can'st thou imagine atight that coUld cbMole 
Thy Julian for the loiNS Of % loTed umilef 

Oh flattetor, as fUse as thou art fair, 
I think thou dost not lov^ me; nrhal new oath 
Wilt thou invenft « HI liot believe a tow 
That I haye heard before. 

Dear Isabel, 
I can no longer loiter here^ the mom 
Is breaking, ahd this find, fond kiss alone 
Must speak my loye* Alas^ thy silent tears 
Flow faster than my lip can dry them y iKweet^ 
Our separation shdl be briefy-^-^it nig^t 
I will return. 

Veronica. 
'Tis time that thou wert gone ; 
The day is dawttng fast ; %, Julian; 
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Imiistre^lockthegaiteiforlflabd ^ ' ^' ^ hI^ .^i ^. 
Is grown too carelett^ and will lei tfe itin^ 
l\\xaoB ibefntixkg hoor. ' -^ 

•..- F&^€^«iU Farewell f 
Dear Julian, since it must be so ; at night ' ^' 
BenMmbtir fov^ ttf ireepfaig IsabeK 

The OaU^ the Garden. 

VEROmCA. 

Are tbey not slanderous poets who have styled 
The ^od of h^e ir Tagrant truant boy f--^ 
'Tis sixteen months, I thinky siiM^e thou bast played 
The feithful fond adoring lof^i Fie, 
What a bad fashibnidosl thou set at court. 
Nay, nay,!oQal(Bss the trutb^diy lomwMgaA - i 

Julian. • e'r 

It is the very esseiiice of my being; life 
Were valueless without) it; hAre creates 
A Paradise of blisfiy and H^ woUld wake 
From dreatna ddlkidns^lD^i dull oold wdildf 
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Like the imperishabljB sun, my lore 
Barns with a constant, inexhaustible 
And ardent fire. Oh, sooneridian the orb 
Forsake its pillow on the western wave, 
And seek anQ^er bn^astj than I exchange 
That snowy bosom 

Sforza rushing forward^ and stabbing Atifi. 

Sforza. 
Traitor! false foul fiend! 
Ami4 aqcurs^ spirits thy base soul 
Shall howl through fjread etenuty-r-*^Despajirl 
F<^/.tia Geraldi Sforza stprikes ! 

Yedlokica. 
Oh.heaven! 
What jiark, assassin has usurped diat immel 
Help, help, he dies. 

r Enter Isabel 
Isabel* 
It is mipossible, 
Julian, a(frake ; Aou akrt not dead^ my life ! 
My soul ! my husband, speak to me ! 
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' Sforza. 

Husband? 
Thy husband, Princess Isabel? No, no« 
There stands his guilty wretched paramour* 

Julian. 
Fly, Sforza, I am dying ; thy rash hand 
Has slain thy truest friend. My Isabel, 

Forgive him; life is ebbing &st ^My wife. 

Live for the sake of our unhappy dbild. 

Cla0p me again within thy sweet.embrace; 

I die, my Isabel !. These rigid arms : ' 

Cannot vetum thy pressure. Bless diee^ Heaven I 

Where is Gersddj^ Sfcwr^ f There were wordls 

Still keener than thy i^word ; my dying breath 

Proclaims ipiy uiuBtained Iriendship. — r-Seek in flight 

Thy sfSety. Wipe these heavy, damps, my love^ ■ - 

From off my brow. Oh,, even thy lEragrant breath 

Oppresses me. My last, last prayers are [^Dies. 

Isabel. 

Wretch! 
Complete thy work ; bury within my breast 
Thy fatal sw(hh1. 
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SpOR2A« 

Hdl has again ingulfed 
The demon who betrayed me to diis deed« 
I have not nmrdered Julian. The fiend, 
Though ravenous for Mood, had felt a thrill 
Of gentle pity in his ^re-deared breast, 
And staid mine am.-^^-'^My Veronioa, too^ 
How cold and pale she lies be«de hini ; sooii. 
Sweet innocent, tbon wUt awi&e to pai^s 
Of ceaseless tortere.*— -W)Mit wild shriek was diere! 
Amithecausef Again it tears mine ears, 
Rings. AoMg^ my btmin.'-^^'«-*It i|i bfe wrefohed wife. 

Alter Prtnee Angela ^nd AHendants. 

. ■ •.'• '. ■• AiieBiiO. '•' 

'Pens itt'lhesceneofbledd; bind fhst his arms, 
Drag^aasaffa ton dungeon. We 
Ham here a iQownM tacdc. [iBvetmf. 
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Scene vhe last. — A Dungeon. 
' Oei^aldi Sforza. 
The man I loved is dead— a second Cain, 
For I have killed my brother. Shall I dare 
Invoke Almighty mercy, pray to Heaven, ' 
And plead jepmtance, who denied my friend 
A moment's paus^ to prove his innocence, 
Or make his peace with his offended Godf 
A nEind «Bd bnital fury urged my sword, 
I thirsted, panted for his blood, struck deep 
The fatal blow, and quenched each spark of life. 
Excellent, virtuous, god-like, Julian ! 
Thou wart too good for this base world, which I 
And kindred murder^s inhabit.-*-Dead, .^ 
And mine the aci^ursed hand that dealt the blow. 
Oh will no pityii^ abgel strike mid d^imb,( : 
And paralyze my 48dulj iest' my bold lip, 
Daring in crime with k(»Tid blasphemy, 
Arraignthe justice of my f^f Thai d^ 
Will make me reckless of all f utmr^ sinr^ i .1 
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Is not this horror written on my front 
In hideous characters f The gapinf^ world 
Will crowd to gaze upon the branded wretch 
Who bears his guilt imprinted on his brow. 
And less detested criminals will bruit 
Geraldi's crimes to wondering multitudes. 

Ekter Verohica. 
Give me my murdered friend, wash from my hands 
These crimson BpMd--«4]tti why, why dost tlK>ii look 
So like an ai^l, and yet bear within 
The seeds of mischief? 

Beloved Genddi, 
Look not upon me with that cold, stem gkuiioi| 
I have no wdcomb tidings to impart) 
Nothing to soothe diee sare my £n1^ul Iqv^ ^ . 
The strong aflTfietion which 'mid blisftor woe ) : 
Still clings in fdouhifid ttndenkott^ still iwims 
Like the ibftd try^^oond the blasted tnse • 
That boasts no odwverdum : : 
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GhlRALDI. 

Triumph aowi 
Proad hemttf. Thj npr^naey o*er all 
Thy loiTfly iez it stamped wifk blood ; thy path 
To fimie fa sireired with ridier trophies than 
Pale flowen and tender madrigak; thy name 
Shall lire Ibr erer in the fatal scroll 
Reocwding Julian's death, and Sforsa's doom, 

Vekohica. 
My poor Geraldi — ^let me chase away 
Those unkind thoughts, rising, like eyil fiends. 
To goad thy wounded spirit; this dark cell 
Wherein haih passM thy lonely hours, the pangs 
Of keen remorse have worked a fearful change; 
'Tis not thy nature, Sforisa — Oh, unbend 
That strange contracted brow — my tears, my prayers, 
Will they not melt thy much-enduring heart f 

GrSRAIiDf. 

Tell me that Julian lives. — Oh, beauteous cause * 
Of man's destruction, hence ! Thou art not safe 
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Within a murderer's cell : I Idve thee not, 
I never loved thee, and thii^ callous heart 
Is deaf to all thy pleadings : pleasiire .calls, '. 
Andjpomp and ^lory wait thee: 'mid the joys . 
The world has still to give thee, lose all car^ 
For one who with his dying breath .denies 
The passion that he lightly feigned, to win ; : . 
A toy that pleased him in his hour of bUsfs*. (/fv. 

When pleaspre winged the frolic day; thfdjwpvfA 
Seemed fresh and blooming, and iny buoyant J^eai^t 
Looked smiling onwards to succeeding yeiyfs I. . 
As redolent with hope, and peace, and Joy— - 

When thou, a conqueror, singled from a j^roap 
Of fairer, br^hter, wiser beings, one i .. 

Whose only jeliarm was her simplicity ; ;: • i ■ 
Stealing her inmiost soul aw:ay with yows . ' 

Tender, and sweet, and winning, as the song 
The siren fifung of old; dazzling h^r ^yes : 
With glcffious de^dfi^ aiid sieaning in her (dglM ;:; 
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More than a niorial, wlMmi it were n6 sin • ' 
To w<NNdiip wiA'SachAiad idolatry '■' ^ 

As Danad ftk, iwken burstii^ from the skiM 
The god descended in a shower of* gold^— 
When with thy passionate, yet melting words 
Yoo won mytrwlbling lip to breathe iny^Iovet ^ 
I did not drsantof : this. But oh, Geraldi ! ' 
Changed as thou art^ the wreck of that ^ud hour, 
A broken stetueiand a fallen siar^ ' 
Though all the world should scorn thee, .and: Aine 
False to thyself, disdain thy trues! frknd, ' ..^head^ 
I will not leave thee to thy misery, 
But to the last sad moment) ofi thy life 
Strive with mQF,hnmble ^kiUto^tomiNrt thee. 

.,■•'■ '.GnRAkiDi.- 'f '/• -l -■■ '"i i 

Love me,emy Veronica! 'dost thou stiH, ^ ''■• •''< ,< » 
Still love mef : Obi it is impdsnlde' : ^^ 

To veil my feelings in this odious mask I 
I have not fartitude to saorifi<!ef > ' . - • 
lly sweet MSxtiati^^er&k fojr Af dearsAke. 
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Angel of mercy ! bright celestial saint I 
1 would have spai^ed thee aU the agony 
Which thou wilt sttfier i^ my shamefiil death ! 
Forgive this "Weakness, or foiget it, sweety 
And think me still a hardened, heartless wretdi-- 
A dark assassin, who oould coldly frown 
Upon thy matdhless tenderness:' my crime 
Hath merited diy hate. My Veronica, 
I have involed thee in my ruin ; flion 
WMt never lasie of happiness again ; 
^Hhs weak aiid selfish spirit could not bear 
The trial. 

'Vbronioa, 

^'Blessed beyond fflu^^mation, 
I feel thy gentle tears .bedew my cheek. 
O, Sforza! when I kndtbefore the kmg, 
Vainly to sue thy piardon-^when diy foes 
Prevailed against me, Ihis devoted heart 
Felt not such keen, sudLagonizit^ pain 
As followed thy o(fld looks, Ihy bitter wimdtu 
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GrEftAIiDI. 

Come to my arms, and lay thy gentle head 
Upon my beating heart — a slormy nest 
For such a tender dove : safe from all ills 
Thou flhoold'st repose, roeked calmly to thy rest, 
A guardian imgel bending o'er thee ; sounds 
Of lulling siireetness, soft ambrosial airs, 
Instead of these hot tears, these stifled sighs, 
And the wfld throbbing of my tcnrtured breast. < 
I shall be calmer soon ; but thou, my love. 
How wilt thou bear thy sorrows i . I hare brought 
This dreadful blight upon thee; tell me, sweet, 
Is there redemption for a deed like mine f 
Thy pure orisoI^ Veronica, join, 
And, mingled thus, my prayers may reach Ae skiesu 
Canst thou, love, soothe me with the blewd hope, . 
That eyen my crimes may be at last JfoigiTeiif > 

Oh, it were sin to doubt it, dear G^ttldi:; . :. 
Look up. with ^Hmfideoce; unfeigned rfimorss^ 
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And incense sweet of penitential tears 
Are thrice-blessed offerings to the holy saints.. 
Thou dost accuse thyself too bitterly. 
That base incendiary^ fell Angelo, 
Shall by On[inq[>Qtence be justly deemed 
The guilty one; like the accursed fiend. 
Who gazed on Paradise and saw its bliss. 
With unrelentiilg eye, his pitiless, 
Inhumian he^ dealt the fell I>olt that smote 
To dust the fairy edjfioe that love 
Had fondly reai^. 

.Geraldi. ! 
No, no, my Veronica, 
1 suffered dreadful passioiis to invade > 
Xheibreastitso proud of virtue $ I deqfiised < • 
My tempter, sshI this iaiiTogfint, 
Perverted soul d^toied every sin against 
Its happiness too great to.be forgiven — 
1 murdered Julnji, and it isl 
Must answer for the deed*HOb, would lli«lofl|s 
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Of all my much-prized honours, could recal 
That blow, too justly aimed. It will not be — 
The sacrifice of thy dear precious loye 
Could not bring biack to lilfe the friend I slew ! 
My only hope of pardon is the sense 
I feel of my trani^ession*— I regret 
Not all the promised joys that bloomed so feir ; 
I do not wish to shun my punishment •' ' ' 

It is my crime, my crime that I lament. 

The God of mercy will forgive me ere 

. »■ 
I can forgiye myself. 

Veronica. ' 

And must I part with thee, 

Greraldi, dear Gteraldi, never meet '" ^ 

Thy fond impassioned glance? one only hope 

To soothe me on my weary pilrimage, 

Through thiii hIeAk dessotated world, the thought 

That we may'raeet mttearen; ITy Sf(naa,itiy', ''"* ' 

Doet thou imagjn^ in Ae t^ealins 6^^ '<! i'^ 

lliatwefdulllaibilr^adiititharf I <' ' ' 
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Geraldi. 

My beloved. 
The hour of my departure is at hand, 
Ohy arm thy gentle bosom to endure 
The dreaded moment ; would thy faithful heart 
Could learn a lesson of forgetfulnessl 
The sight of thy keen agony alone 
Will bind me to this earth* 

Veronica. 

My Geraldi, 
I can endure an age of misery. 
If I have hope that we shall meet in Heav^, 
And love as we have loved on earth; my soul, 
I do conjure thee, tell me, dost thou think 
ItwUlbeso? 

Geraldi. 
So near my deiltb^ my tongue 
Dares not equivocate, thouglf^ mislead 

Thy spirit with a fiilse belief, would spare 
Thy tender heart afvog^mi give im;ji>y 
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To mitigate tihty angpoisb. Ok, I fear ' 

Our parting is eternal. If in Heaven 

The virtnons mother who had left on earth 

A much-loved child, should seek it vainly 'mid 

The new-created angels, Veronica, where 

Would be her Paradise? 

Veronica. 

'Tis past, 'tis fled ; 
My on^ hope is melted into air, 
Expect not, ask me not to live, Geraldi, 
I never can survive thee. 

Geraldt. 
Heaven avert 
This frightful visitation of my crime. 
For mine will be the sin, and at my hands 
The souls that I to evil lead, be claimed — 

Veronica. 
If they would let thee live, my own Geraldi, 
Even in thk gloomy dungeon, I would bless 
My destiny, and never ask again 
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To view the light of day ; it k too mudi^ 
Too much of happinesB to see thee pine 
And wither in ibi» poisonotis atmosi^i^ref 
And #iU they, can they tear thee^fnM taie, slake 
Their hands in thy warm bloodf 

Geraldi. 

My crime demands 
The forfeit of my life, and I must bend 
With meekness to the just decree— 'tis hard, 
Tis painful to relinquish in my prime 
The bliss that earth can give, to call thee wife-*- 
To see my children hang about my knees — 
Oh, Veronica, murderer as I am. 
How dare I dream of such felicity ? 

Veronica. 
Alas! how pale and haggard is that brow. 
So lofty once. Sorrow, my best beloved. 
Has done the work of age: we should not long 
Burthen this cruel world, our strieken hearts 
TVould break together. I could see thee die 
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Upon a bed of stmw by jfamme pinched. 
With nothing save my teaiB to quench Ihy thlnl 
And bless my fiite : hbirrery wretdiedtbra 
Most be my lot since ha|>pin^ is shaped 
By hopeless anguish in such horrid fonns? 

Geraldi. 
My Veronica, when the laurel wreath 

Was twined around my brow, when at my feet 
The brilliant trophies of successful war 
Were laid by prostrate kingsH-inthiit proud hour 
Fancy portrayed thee as the hera'si bride, 
Thy timid beauty crowned with dazriing g^ns, 
Thy chariot drawn by thronging liiultitudea 
Eager to pay thee honiage, 'mid ' the ■ soond 
Of swelling instruments, but sweets fiur 
The music of a grateful people's prayers— 
A fearful change, my Veronica ! barred 
Within a noisrane dungeon ; from thine arms 
I^i^gg^ to ^ diameful death. My Iqve hatfi been 
To thee a blighting curse; thai form of :%ht, 
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So like a seraph'ei, stricken to the dust. 
Could I receive my punishment alone 
And leave theeihappy, I could bear my fate 
With decent foftitude — but thus, oh thus, — 
My spirit sink^tiubdued. 

Enter the Jailer. 
> Veronica. 

Sforza, he comes !-— Thou horrid minister 
Of cruel laws, for once be merciful, 
And kill me ]i| Aese arods. Nay, nay, in vain 
You strive to fi|mrate us, he is mine — 
I will not leavd^tiim, will not quit my grasp 
Till my hewedUimbs are severed from their trunk. 
In death's convulsive agonies I'll fold 
My loved Geri^ in my strong embrace. 

Gbraldi. 

Dead ! is niy Veronica dead ? Oh, no. 
That blessing 41' denied her. Must I leave 
Upon the cold^arth that pale lifeless form f 
She'll wake anfi find me gone. Beseech ye, sirs» 
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36 her conveyed to some blest sisterhood 
f holy nuns. One last, and precious kiss, 
nd then we part for ever. My good friend, 
end me thine arm; I'm weak, and dizzy : Heav'n, 
ake to thy bosom that sweet suffering saint ! 
will not hear a murderer's prayer t For me, 
[y Veronica is accurs'd. Images 
f horrcH* rush upon my brain— lead on, 
ead on to welcome death.- 
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THE FLORENTINES. 

» » 

▲ dbahatic tale. 
Giovanni 
Hblbna« 
. rosmvnda. 
Scene I. — The Pkasure-grounds qf a VilkL 
Giovanni retummg from the Chase, Heleha 

meeting him. 
Helena. 
Giovanni, art thou safe, quite safe — ^the spoil 
Thou bear'st so bravely on thy spear not won 
By grisly wound f How fierce the monster looks : 
There's blood upon his tusk ; not thine, Giovanni f 
Dearest, it is not thine f 

Giovanni. 
Thou fearful girl, 

I am unharmed : thou see'st the boar is dead. 

A noble savage, for he gave brave sport, 

And struggled gallantly for life. 'Twas scarce 
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A just decree of fortime to secure 
The hunters :who had roused bim from his lair. 
He made a desperate stand at bay — ^but, sweet, 
I must abridge my tale, since it doth blanch 
The roses on thy cheek. Thou can'st not bear 
To hear thy husband's prowess ; I had hoped 
To win thy plaudits*- 

Helena. 
Why, why wilt thou rush 
Upon such frightful danger ? Is thy life 
So little yaluedy or my happiness 
So trifling in thine eyes. 

Giovanni. 
Oh, Tyranny, 

Thou hast usurped an angel's form ; thy chains 
Are made of roses ; who, who would be free 
When slavefy is so sweet ? Til stay with ttee 
The live-long day, exchange my dangerous sword 
For that slight spear that weaves thy magic web«,- 
Give me diy distaff, love. 

w 
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Helena. 

Nay, now you mock 

Giovanni. 
I dare not, Helen, pretty, pouting girl — 

What must I say, what do to be forgiven f 
Thou know'st I love to kiss away thy tears, 
Yet would not cause them for the wealdi of worlds. 
Thine eye is moist, thy cheek is deadly pale, 
Thou art not well, and I have grieved thee, sweet. 
Come, come and rest thee in my arms ; thy young 
And innocent he»rt hath felt no deeper ills 
Than those that love's soft, soothing, melting voice, 
Can charm away. 

Helena. 
I've had a frightful dream.— 
Methought we stood upon a mountain's brow. 
And watched the sinking sun-beams; all below ' 
Was calm and sweet, a .smooth unruffled sea ; 
The golden orb sunk down ; from out the sky 
Flashed forth effulgent planets : we were near. 
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So near to heaven, that we could see, amid 
The brightness of the stars, soft ang^l-forms 
Waving their snowy pinions, darting down 
The milky way, and floating in the pure 
Cerulean ether ; yet beneath our feet 
Sprang flowers of such rare odour, and the earth 
Looked so inviting with its bubbling springs, 
Its sweet variety of hill and dale, 
Its peaceful villages and rural haunts, 
And that unruffled ocean, that we deemed 
Our world the fairest place: and then you threw 
Your arms around me, and, as you are wont, 
Taught me to name the wonders of the sky, 
Whilst they were sailing onwards,— Suddenly 
You stooped to pluck a rose ; I gazed above^ 
And missed you from my side. On earth I looked, 
But there you were not ; then my eye sought heaven ; 
Alas ! you were not there. Then all was chained— 
The stars were globes of blood, the sea a gulf 
Of pitchy blackness ; tossed on the dark wave 
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1 saw a livid oorsd^-^'twas thine, Oiotrmni, 1 

I shrieked, and burst the bondsof deep ; chill damfM i 
Hung on my brow, a weight oppressed my heart, 
And still my pulse beats quick, and wild aLEurms 
Subdue my weakened spirits. 

Giovanni. 

Hence! avaunt! 
Ye baneful sprites ! who, out of murky fogs, 
Hatch shapeless monsters, black, unsightly fomM^ 
Chimeras gloomy, shadowy phantoms dim, 
Away, swart fiends of earth ! deep, deep in fens, 
Suck the unwholesome dews ; with bloated toads 
And slimy reptiles gorge; but come not near 
The chamber of my love, with visions dark 
To mar her sweet repose. Thou fairy train 
Of sprightly elves watch o'er her pillow ; brii^ 
The pearl that hangs upon the cowslip's cup, to lave 
Hh* brow of snow ; fan her soft roseate cheek 
With feathers plucked from wings of butterflies; 
Steal from the bee his honeyed store, and plant 
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The treatore on her lips; retr oVr her head 
A canopy of gossamer, begemmed 
With drops of glittering dew, and gathered jfredi 
From beds of new«blown daisies ; breathe, amid 
The honeysuckle's winding horns, a sound 
Of lulling sweetness ; strike your pearly shells 
In unison widi wings for ever fraught 
With music ; see that the dusky trumpeter. 
The gnat, be stingless ; lead her sleeping thoughts 
To fairy land, and wreathe her in the dance 
Which bright Titania threads! Helena, now 
Smile on my invocation. Thou shalt ne'er 
Again be tortured with dark phantasies,. 
But, waking, sleeping, will thy husband's care 
Guard thee from evil.— Are thy fears dispelled. 
Or must I weave a charm more potent, lovef 

Helena. 
I am to blame to let this vision still 
Hang round my heart ; I see that thou art safe, 
I feel tiAt thou art mine. My rival lies 
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Dead at my feet.— Nay, nay, you must confess 
That g^im and horrid savage had the power 
To lure thee from these fond entwining arms» 
I will not look upon it ; it will feed 
My sickly fancy with another dream* 

Giovanni. 
Sweet infidel ! hast thou so soon forgot 
My necromantic spells? or dost thou doubt 
The power of the magician? 

Helena. 

Alas! Giovanni, 
Whilst timid apprehension will suggest 
A cause for fear, our busy sleeping thoughts 
Dwell upon dangers. 

Giovanni. 

Say, my timid dove, 
What dost thou fear? 

Helena. 
Thou wilt laugh at me; 
And that's more painful than thy chiding fro^» 
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Tliat steniy cold lcx>k, which thou canst sometimes wear. 
When I have chafed thee with an idle speech. 

Giovanni. 

Thou shalt mould all my features to thy wish : 
I will not arch my brow the breadth of one 
Of those bright hairs clusf ring around thy neck : 
My pliant lip, guiltless of irony 
Shall curl as thou desirest, dearest girl, 
I'll press it on thy soft, white hand. Now ease 
Thy burthened heart of all these heavy griefis. 
If I should smile, thou can'st not see it, love. 

Helena. 

When first we dwelt upon the Amo's bank, 
(Leaving the city to its g^loomy pride) 
Like a young bird just scap'd from his gilt cell, 
I ranged abroad, soaring on untried wing, 
Fearless and free. But now a narrow space 
Confines my flights, my garden's boundary, 
1 dare not pass its jasmine fence alone; 
And though the dainty butt^-cup looks freshi 
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Like fairy gold dropped on the distant hill ; 
That pretty token of remembronce, 
Forget-me-not, and violets more sweet 
Than those my hands have planted, lure my st^s ; 
I most restrain the impuls^^— - 

Giovanni. 

Why, my lore? 
Helena. 
A sanke hath coiled its odious form amid 
Those blooming wilds. Alas ! my dear Gioranni, 
Since thou hast given shdter to that man, 
That dark, mysterious Garcia, he who begged 
A lodging in the woodland hut, so l<mg 
Untenanted — I dare not stir abroad, 

Giovanni. 
Is poFerty a crime with thee, Helena? 

Hblsna. 
Oh, no : I quarrel with his heavy brow, 
The sinister mialicious looks ha easts 
On thee, my love, when UJwfi from thy bmd 
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Thy lavish bounty. I have heard dark tales 
Of his apostacy. A renegade 
Amid the Turks, who, in a Christian land, 
Can think him less than demon? On my soul 
He hath inoqprinted such a dread, I ne'er 
Can taste or peace or comfort whilst he haunts 
Our Paradise. Giovanni, give him gold ; 
Let him have all he asks, but send him hence. 

Giovanni. 

I do not laugh, Helena, at thy fears. 
Though they are groundless. — Ask me not to play 
A tyrant's part, and exile from the shed 
Which he hath called his home, that much-wronged 

Helena. [man. 

He is thine enemy, Giovanni. 

Giovanni. 

No; 
And if he were, his sufferings might excuse 
A hostile feeling. 

X 



170 

Helena. 

Thou hast never wronged him, 

Giovanni. 
Willingly, my Helena, never yet 
By word, or deed, or wish, did I e'er harm 
A human being ; but by me and mine 
Was Garcia deeply injured. Seek not now 
To learn the story, and guard well your ears 
From vulgar slanders ; do not trust your eyes 
To whisper to your heart an evil thought, 
Because a cruel destiny hath marked 
His form with haggard misery : he'd show 
Not so unseemly in a velvet robe; 
But tattered weeds, and scars, and sun-burnt brows. 
Detract from outward beauty. 

Helena. 
Why dost thou 
Deny his history *t It is unjust. 
For I shall doubt until I be convinced. 
Come, come, Giovanni, hide it not from me. 
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Giovanni. 
The tale inTolves a subject whidb I fear 
Would not unto thine ear sound musical ; 
Not so melodious as thy husband's yoioe 
Is wont to be— • 

Helena. 
We have been wedded now two years, Giovanni, 
And even thy chiding has to me seemed sweet ; 
Thou art so gentle, when my wayward words 
Provoke reproof. 'Tis the sarcastic smile, 
Denoting keen contempt, which most I fear 
And wounds me deepest. ^^ Pretty little fool/' 
Though spoke in jest, seems half in earnest. 

Giovanni. 

Nay, 
I only call, I only think thee, love, 
A little simpleton, when thou hast nursed 
A viper in thy breast; when jealousy, 
Too readily admitted, mars thy peace. 
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Helena. 
It is my diffidence that makes me doubt ; 
And if thou dost deny thy confidence, 
What can I deem myself, but a mere toy, 
A plaything for thy idle moments? — not 

Thy bosom's counsellor, and valued friend 

Giovanni. 
Helena, thou shouldst see my inmost soul, 
Read all my thoughts, but — 

Helena. 
That thou fearest to trust me : 
Though I lack wisdom, love, I'll be discreet—- 
Why dost thou hesitate ? 

Giovanni. 

When Eve had spoiled 
The tree of knowledge with a daring hand. 
She found the fruit was bitter— be advised— 
Retain thy innocent simplicity ; 
Revel in happy ignorance, nor seek 
A theme for deeper meditation, than 
Hath yet found entrance in thy youthful heart. 
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Helena. 
Alas ! henceforward all my joys are fled. 
Vivid imagination will surround 
Thy secret with a host of fears. My heart 
Suggests some cruel motive for thy stern 
Unyielding silence. Oh ! my own Giovanni, 
Why art thou so unkind ? 

Giovanni. 
Thou art my wife ; 
1 should have told this tale when I had won 
Thy virgin love, and left thee to thy choice. 
Forgive me, for I feared to lose thee, sweet; 
Forgive me, that I tell the story now. 
It is to prove to thee, my love, my trust. 
And that I deem thee wise as thou art feir. 

Helena. 
I am a fool to let thee see how d<^p, 
How ardent, tender, and how passionate. 
My love hath grown. My husband, when I feel 
The pressure of thine arm, meet thy fond glance 
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Bend kindly on me, hear the gentle sound 
Of thy sweet voice— what would I not forgive ? 

Giovanni. 
Read o'er my heart, I will not hide one thought. 
The earliest sorrow, Helen, of my youth, 
My father caused — a stem ambitious man : 
Bom a patrician, he had climbed to power. 
And those who valued the Republic, feared 
His giant strides would lead him to a throne. 
All who opposed him sank beneath his feet ; 
And one, who struggled hard to clip his wings, 
Too boldly venturous, o'erstepped the law. 
And fell its victim-— in one person, judge I 
Accuser! enemy ! — ^his fete was sealed— 
My father was implacable. 

Helena. 

Indeed ! 
And thou his son f 

Giovanni. 
I clung about hk knees^ 
Besought, intreated, prayed him to relent ? 
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Writhed in the dust before him. My young* heart 
Shrank at the sight of blood. The day arrived 
That saw the sentence executed : throngs 
Of heartless wretches crowded in the streets^ 
Eager to see a fellow-creiiture die. 
The scaffold waved with black ; the dismal bell 
Tolled forth a horrid sound. My striken soul 
Grave to the mournful drapery a tongue ; 
And heard in that sepulchral clang, a voice 
Proclaiming, Vengeance ! Vengeance on the race^ 
Who tore a father from his children's arms, 
And made thiem orphans. 

Helena. 
Oh, my poor Giovanni ! 

Giovanni. 
The dark remembrance of that dreadful day 
Will never be erased ; the air was hot 
As burning sulphur. Blinded by my tears, 
And all my senses steeped in agony, 
Still, still I saw him, weak, and faint, and pale ; 
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His haggard eye glared wildly on the crowd — 
But there were none to save him, and he died. 
His wealth was forfeit to the state ; his son, 
Young Garcia, exiled from his native land : 
HiB only daughter, sunk in poverty, 
Languished and pined. 

Helena. 
A convent's walls, methink% 
Had proved a safe asylum. Charity 
Left her not quite uncomforted f 

Giovanni. 

I sought 
Her humble dweling, in a borrowed name. 
And, like a guardian genius, supplied 
Her father's tender cares. From her fair cheek 
The rose had fled ; but the rich pallidness. 
The ivory brightness of her delicate 
Pale brow, contrasted with the beaming eye. 
Dark as the sable, silken, curls that waved 
Around her polished temples, seemed, indeed^ 
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So perfect in its beauty — the bright tint, 
The flush of red, had marred its loveliness, 

Helena. 
So very fair, Giovanni? 

Giovanni. 

She is dead — 
Disconsolate, deserted, pity first 
Melted my youthful heart; then love's quick flame 
Arose. My father sternly had despoiled 
Her life of hope ; I felt a generous wish 
To bid it bloom again. We fled away. 
And married — 

Helena. 
Married, my Giovanni? 
' Giovanni. 
Why dost thou start, and turn away thy head. 
Struggling to quit my arms? I told thee, sweet. 
That she was dead. Oh ! do not envy her 
The short brief gleam of sunshine that illumed 
Her cheerless life. Sailing along the deep, 
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The treacherous ocean, suddenly a storm 
Wrecked our frail bark ; within my arms I clasped 
My hapless wife, and ploughed the weltering wave: 
Stunned by a blow, all power forsook my limbs, 
And she was lost ; but, by a miracle, 
A fishing vessel that outlived the gale. 
Espied me ere the vital spark had fled. 
And called me back to life. I sought my home. 
And hid my secret in my breast—-* 

Helena. 

Yet still 
Cherished thine early love, thy first, first lovef 

Giovanni. 
No— 'twas a boyish fancy. I have learned 
The lesson since. My Helen, whilst thine heart 
Beats against mine, I feel that I adore 
The mother of my child. Come, dry those tears, 
Thou never had'st a rival. Grarcia now 
Will claim thy pity ; think what he hath lost, 
What he hath suffered. 
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Helbha. 
Swear again thou lovest me ! 
Giovanni. 
Come to thy chamber, thou art faint — ^my life. 
My own Helena, doubt me not. All thine. 
Dearest, all thine, for ever. 
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Scene II.— The Confines of a Wood. 

GiovAMifi enters prepared for the Chace. 

Giovanni. 

From this bold eminence how beautiful 
The earth appears; the blue and golden air. 
Filled with the yital essence, to the soul 
Brings such invigorating influence, 
My buoyant spirit seems to rise on wings 
That would transport me through the boundless space 
Of glittering ether, did not that bright world 
That blooms below, entwine around my heart, 
And tempt my lingering footsteps. Yon dark wood. 
So deep, so silent, still bears sun-light paths, 
Shining amid the gnarled and mossy track 
Of giant trees, whose aged arms embrace, 
And form a living canopy above : 
And there the roebuck springs; the dusky boar 
Lurks in his lair. Down, down, my gallant hounds, 
A moment yet, ere I let slip the leash. 
And rouse the quarry. I must gaze awhile 
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On thy pure glassy mirror, Arno, where, 

From thy blue depths reflected, toirer, and tree, . 

The Roman ruin, garlanded with wreaths 

Of flowing ivy, rests in calm repose. 

Oh Italy ! thou bright, romantic land. 

Fit scene for love, and peace, and brotherhood, 

Why art thou so defiled by human deeds? 

Pride and ambition, hatred and revenge. 

Have dyed thy crystal streams with crimson gore, 

Tainted thy balmy air with corses strewed 

Amid fair valleys redolent with bliss. 

There, deep sequestered, bowered around with flowers^ 

Blooms the sweet nest of my felicity, 

My joy-encircled home. Thou tender dove, 

Like the white pinions of thy prototype. 

Thy snowy garments flutter in the air. 

Helena, blessings light upon thee, love, 

Thou soft, thou gentle, stainless innocent ; 

Brief absence gives affection new delights. 

Now could I leap the space that separates 
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Thee and thy infant from my longing arms, 
And hold thee clasped for ever. — 

Enter Rosmumda. 

Stranger, speed 
Thy path in peace, fear not the fire-eyed brutes ; 
My dogs shall not molest thee. 

ROSMUNDA. 

I have passed 
Too many dangers, scaped from suffering 
Too oft, to fear thy fierce and ravenous hounds. 
My journey hath been long, and I am faint. 
And somewhat apprehensive, lest, perchance, 
I meet not such a welcome as my hopes 
Have fondly painted. 

Giovanni. 

Rest upon this bank : 
The mountain-spring trickles from yonder rock — 
rU bring thee dainty beverage from the vase [fiedi 
Which nature's hand hath scooped : drink, 'twill re- 
Thy parched and fever'd lips. Nay, do not fear 
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A cold reception from thy relatives* 

Ob, there's a germ in eitery hmnan breast. 

That buds anew when absent friends return* 

Thou 'It bring with thee blissful remembrances 

Of times long past, of love, and hope, and joy ; 

And though a scorching sun, a blighting wind. 

May have converted to an arid sand 

The soil where flow'rets sprang, they '11 bloom again, 

A second spring of tender, calm delights. 

ROSMUNDA. 

What, if whilst I have wander'd, sunk in grief, 
Struggling with poverty, and wrinkled cares 
Feeding upon my bloom, wasting my limbs 
With premature decay, my friends have soared 
To fortune's topmost height; will they embrace 
The squalid wretch that sues to them for bread. 
Brings them no guerdon, save a broken heart. 
Shrined in a tenement of withered clayt 

Giovanni. 

Thou wilt be dearer for thy sufferings ; 
They '11 pour their golden treasures at diy feet, 
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Hang o*er thy couch, relume thy grief*dulled eye 

With the revivifying influencsi 

Of faithful love. Oh, there are human breasts 

So constant, so munificent, so blest 

With god-like attributes, that, for their sakes. 

Heaven withholds its fires from sinful men. 

ROSMUNDA, 

Should, by misfortune^s blighting touch, my form 
Be so much altered, thatfi single trace 
Of former beauty doth not live, to wake 
Remembrance in the breast; the silv'ry sound. 
The music of my voice, be changed to harsh 
And grating discord, dost thou, dost thou think 
Those who have loved me in my former pride, 
Will gaze with kindness now ? 

Giovanni. 

If thou hast proof 
That love existed strong, unsullied — 

ROSMUNDA. 

Yes, 
Oh yeS| disinterested| passionate, 



185 

And pure aflfection bless'd me once ; dost thmk 
That such attacbment e^er could fadef My life 
Hangs on thy answer: speak, Giovanni! 

Giovanni. 
A stranger, yet familiar with my name. [^Aside 
Who, and what art thou f 

ROSMUNDA. 

Oh, it chills my breast 
To hear thee ask the question; to thy heart 
Hath not a spirit whispered, 'tis the wreck 
Of what was once thy precious, best beloved, 
Thy cherished wife, Rosmunda? 

Giovanni. 

Oh! no, no; 
Her bones are whitening deep beneath the sea ; 
A fisuhomless abyss enshrines her form ; 
Wave after wave rolls o'er her ; she is dead — 

ROSMUNDA. 

The locks that thou wert wont to call the plume 
Stolen from the raven's wing, have lost their gloss; 

z 
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The cheek, so snowy-tincturedi now is bronzed 
With wintry stormsi and summer's heat ; yet still 
I am, I am Hosmunda ! Oh, Giovanni, 
'Scaped from the wave, released from slavery, 
Wilt thou deny the haven of thine arms 
To the poor shipwrecked wanderer f 

Giovanni. 

Away! 
'Tis mockery all ; the grave must hold its dead, 
Or tombs will gape, the denizens of earth 
Be strangely mingled with the phantom forms 
Of spirits. Most unnatural union ; 
We'll not endure it. — Darkness, the cold cave 
Of ocean is thy dwelling-place, not light. 
And air, and sunshine—" 

ROSMUNDA. 

Oh, beloved Giovanni ! 
Speak not so wildly ; 'tis thy living wife. 
Thy lost Rosmunda: by a miracle 
We both were saved* It was a happier fate 
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That I^ 4lM to thy countiy, raised thee up, 
It should appear, to rank and riches, I 
Suffered the cruel destiny that hangs 
Upon my hapless race; was sold to chains. 
Dragged out an abject servitude, for long 
And i^eary years, till the kind charity 
Of pious Christians wrought my slow release. 

Giovanni. 
And dost thou plead to me, stained and defiled 
By the embrace of Infidels? I know 
How sacred female purity would be 
Within a harem's walls. We are divorced 
By Heaven's own law. I pity thee ; my wealth 
Shall shield thy fiiture life from misery. 
But we must never meet again. 

ROSMUNDA. 

Before 
The face of Heaven, I swear, a spotless bride, 
A faithful, oh most faithful wife, hath dared 
To call thee husband. We are one ; the church, 
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AH laws, both human and diTine, haTe bomijly 
Irrevocably bound us. Those bright chamM 
Which won thee, my Giovanni, were effaced. 
At first, by sickness, by despair, by g^ief ; 
And, with returning health, my earliest care 
Was to despoil my person of all power 
To tempt the lawless libertine I served. 
Too soon my pains were needless ; thou, even thou, 
Hast turned with loathing from the form which once 
Thou gazed upon with rapturous delight. 
Hung o'er enamoured, like the wooing bee 
Floating in air above the blushing rose. 

Giovanni. 
Forgive me, lost Rosmunda, oh, forgive me! 
Unhappy victim of a cruel fate. 
Thy bitter cup of sorrow is not drained : 
The dregs remain : and I, even I, am doomed 
To add to thy misfortune : that strong oath 
I swore to thee must be revoked ; new ties, 
New duties bind me: show thyself suprane 
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In magmiiimity abore thy 

And seal our separation. I imve now 

No ]ieart» no lore to give thee. Tear not theOi 

The bondf aronder that have Imked my tool— 

Dishonour not my children. At thy feet, 

low kneeling, I implore you to renounce 

The right you claim : be kind, be merciful. 

Hatred and g^ratitude are thine to choose. 

Rosmunda, thou hast liyed within my breast 

Immaculate; change not thine image now. 

ROSMUNDA. 

I win not yield thee up thy plighted yows. 
Consign my name to in&my and scorn. 
Connive at thy adulterous intercourse, 
And gfuard my rivaPs peace. I will appeal 
To Heaven, to man. Too long the sport of fiite, 
I will not bend to thy barbarity, 
Drag out my life in some obscure retreat, 
Bat share the fortunes of my wedded Icnrd. 
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Giovanni. 
If riches are thine object, here are gems 
Would prove a monarch's ransom; all my wealth 
Is freely thine: in distant kingdoms blaze. 
With eastern splendor ; leave me a poor hut. 
And the most precious treasures of my soul. 

ROSMUNDA. 

Waste not the time in idle words — I sought 
The fond protection of my husband's arms. 
He bath denied my suit; but Justice still 
Reigns upon earth enthroned ; my cause is linked 
With sacred attributes; an injured wife, 
A helpless woman will not plead in vain. 
Across the Arno, where Zenaldi*s gate 
Opes to the sufferer's tale, I'll speed my way ; 
Unlike his cruel sire, who wrought the fall 
Of my unhappy father, he will aid 
The righteous cause. My brother hath obtained 
A safe asylum in his broad domains, 
And I will rush amid his marble halls, 
And tell my piercing wrongs. 
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OlOTANIU. 

Not there! not iheret 
Invade not Eden; tbou foul demon, back ; 
Dare not advance a single footstep, lest 
Mj madness, my despair prevail, my heart 
Forget its natural impulse, and my hand 
Rid me, at once, of all I fear and hate. 

• ROSMUNDA. 

Thou shalt not fright me from my purposed way, 
Even though the panting brutes thy strengdi restrains 
Glare not with fury more implacable 
Than flashes from thine eyes. Insatiate, 
Eager for blood, let slip the leash ; their fangs 
Will excute the meditated deed, 
And thou be free from murder. 

Giovanni. 

Thou art wise, 
Prudent in counsel; thou may'st tempt me feur 
Beyond forb^^arance: faithful ministers. 
Pursue the chace alone; away ! away ! 
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Freed from thy fears, Bofimunda, let my prayers, 
My agfony prevaO* 

ROSMUNDA. 

Restore me to my rights; 
Cast off thy paramour; I am not now 
The pliant girl, whose easy, yielding heart 
You moulded to your wilK The slave of man, 
Too long consigned to tyranny and wrong, 
I know the value of the power I hold ; 
And, taught a better lesson, will return 
The evil I have suffered. Give me way ; 
I will proclaim my sorrows to the world, 
And force thee to an act of justice. 

Giovanni. 

Hold! 
You pass not till I bind you with an oath. 
That shall secure me from your frantic threats. 
Trifle not, wretched woman, with your life— 

[Esctf ROSMUNDA. 

By Heaven, she has escaped me; she wfll kill 
My gentle Helen with her tale. Away I 
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IttMtarrallierfootstqps. Grftdous Pewtt I 
Send foiih thy dews to ceol.my burning brabi 
And leave nM aot to combat witk iim fiendi^ 
Holding fell amncik in my heart. . My <tay . 
Is fatal, and my ]Niifth may lead, oh HeaFen ! , 

I know oaf whew9^^ [Exit,folhwing RoaHuicpA 

through the /ar$9tf 
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ScENB IIL — A Garden on the Amo. Helena solus* 

Helena. 
How silv'ry bright the Amo flows, bow calm 
Its tranquil breast : the gentle waters steal 
Through the fresh sedges noiselessly ; nor till 
The bubbling spring that bursts from yonder cliff, 
Bounds over rock and stone, in haste to blend 
Its tributary streams, does the sweet sound;. 
The gurgling music of the rippling wave, 
Break on the listening ear. The ruddy beam 
Of the bright west hath made the waters blush, 
As though they glided o'er a ruby bed. 
And where the willow dips its graceful boughs, 
Seems a rich mine of emerald. Beneath 
The bow'ring trees that skirt the velvet lawn 
Grambols a sportive kid, and turtle doves 
Plume their bright wings, and murmur notes of love* 
Where is Giovanni? I must prattle on 
Without his kind response ; 'tis past the hour 
In which he should return : his eager steps 
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K)k I Pursae &e dbase^ too keenly ; diaf quick eye, 
That lion lieaft, that liibe:ancE abtiye foraiy 
Could not be baffled by the 'brutal straigth 
Of the grim monsters he delights to slay. 
Armida*s aH could weave a flow'ry chain, 

r, Which bound Rinaldo's soul ; he never sighed. 
In her fair bower, for battle, swords and spears ; 
But my loved truant (like the cruel boy, 
Whom beauty's goddess could not hold within 
Her snowy arms) spite of my smiles, my tears. 
Will burst the gentle bondage. I have gazed 
Upon the glowing canvass of our grand. 
Oar mightiest master, little fancying 
It was my own sad tale. The eager dogs 
Strain on the leash ; the lovely hunter's heart. 
Though his strong arm reins in the panting hounds. 
Is with the chase ; and she, the queen of love. 
With ineflfectual pleading, supplicates 
Her loved Adonis to forego his sport. 
He breaks the links her intertwining armis 
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Have fondly wreathed, aad rashea <m to dealii.— 
He comes ! bow his blithe spirit will repel» 
With joyous amiles, my apprehensire fearft-^ 

Enter Giovanni. 
Oh, no ! his htoW is deadly pale I My life ! 
My husband, thou art wounded f 

CrlOVANNI. 

In my soul, 
Helena, mortally. Look on me, sweet, 
With those fair eyes, so full of tenderness, 
' A last fdnd glance ! We were too happy, love. 
And we must part — — 

Helena. 
Oh ! never has thy voice 
Assumed so sad a tone. Tdil me the worst-^ 
A thousand horrors rusk upon my brain ; 
Yet when I clasp thee in my eager arms, 
And feel that thou art safe from outward wounds, 
I'll not despair. Cheer thee, my life! my Ic^ve ! 
We shall be happy still — 
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GiovAinri. 

Yet, in the grave, 
When this perturbed heart has ceased to beat. 
These throbbing pulses rest— Oh, no, not then: 
Here and hereafter endless misery 
Must be my lot— eternity of paini 

Helena. 
Shrink not, my husband, from my fond caress ; 
Sorrow AM not come nigh &ee in my arms; 
rU chase away the fiend.— Oh ! thou bast s^om, 
A thousand times, that I possessed the power 
To sooth thee in thy direst woe, but now 
You turn away. 

Giovanni. 
Grief hath bedinmied each eente^r-* ; 
A dull and torpid weight is on my be«rt, 

Helena. 
Alas ! tboil dost not love me. 

GiOVANNU 

In the skies. 
Upon the earth 'tis written, red with blood — 
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Search through yon forest {ox my broken row, 
There 'tis recorded. Oh, I have given diee 
My soul— >my soul— -my love hath been a flame. 
Devouring, (juenchless ; and the life of one 
Who sought to part us, wildly sacrificed — 
A murderer stands t)efore thee ! She is dead— * 
My wife, Rosmunda ! and a stainless name 
Is thine, thy child legitimized : for thee 
I've plunged in crime — have sold myself to hell ! 
Do I not love theef dost believe it now t 

Helena. 
Thy looks, thy words are wild ; but oh, that deed- 
Intendity of sorrow tells the tale 
Thy lips have only glanced at. She is dead — 
And I the fatal cause ! Do not hate me— 
Do not desert me: prayer and penitence 
Shall win forgiveness for thee : we will seek, 
Two weeping pilgrims, for each holy shrine ; 
Nor rest, nor taste of comfort, till we feel 
That we are pardoned. 
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Giovanni. 

She lies deep in earth-*- 
The forest boughs wave o'er her; birds wiB sing 
As blithely, and the fawn shall calmly sleep 
Upon her imblest grave, as tho' he stretched 
His limbs on sod undrenched with human blood. 
There is no witness of my crime; the world 
Will call me good and virtuous, and my tomb 
Be sculptured o'er with poets' flattmea — 
'Tis here, 'tis in my brain, that I am stamped 
With deadly sin ! What would my prayer avail ? 
Gan I repent that Ihave saved my child 
And thee from shame? Were it to do again. 
This arm is ready. I have murdered har— « 
A helpless woman, and my wedded wife ;-*- 
Could I repent of this, I had been mad 
When I performed the. deed. I knew the crime 
Was hopeless, and I shrunk not from: it; but. 
Never, oh neier, nor<on earth nor^heavea. 
Shall L taste peace again, . 
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My father's sins are Tisited on me, 
And I sm doomed-*^ 

Hblena* 

Tears, bitter, passionate teMs, 
Are all I liave to gire ; my tortured heart 
Will not suggest one soothing word. Is 't true 
That I stand by thee, hold tibee in my arms, 
Without the power to whisper peace; that we 
Are both alive, both love, and bodi despair? 

GlOVAMNI. 

Live for thy child, Helena ; live to pray 
For one who dares not mock the throne of heaTen 
With impious hopes. My life is wanis^ fiist. 
My spirit sinks beneath the fearful weight. 
The burthen of my sin. But yestermom 
I would have boldly dared the living woiic^ 
All eyfl spirits, tibe dark enemy 
Of fallen ma% to tenqpt me fipom the hei^^ • 
The proud, the TiKtuons hmf^ on which I stood.^ 
What am I nowf A wretd^ my fMom* 




2ai 

Tfould execrate ! Clasp me again, my lore. 
Once more within the heit^il 6f thine arms, 
Ere I descend to Mpiate my crime 
In endless pangs^ 

Helbma. 
Giovanni! my Giovanni ! 
Thy brofr grows lit id, and thy trembling limbs 
Are fidling; kayte me not, my life! my lioul ! 
My husband ! 

GlOVANltl. 

Search in the wood ; shd lies 
Beneath a blasted oak ; give to her corse 
The riteB ^ Chrwtian burild. I fear 
She needs thy pious aid ; her soul, like mine. 
Had last itb in»6ceiice before she died— 
Ai|d place iM m thy tomb, my gentle k^ve« 
We ne'er shall meet in happiness, but still 
'Twill sooth me if our dust be mii^led here.-— 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

ADDRESS, 
Spoken at the Opening of the Caumpore Theatre/^ 

October 20, 1829. 
Where late a jungle spread its tangled dells. 
And panthers lurked within the forest's cel)s; 
Where stfll in troops the famished jackalls prowl, 
And the wolf bays the moon with dismal howl ; 
Where mid barbaric pomp a Satrap bore 

Tyrannic sway along the Ganges' shore. 

And the adjacent city only rang 

With the deep dhohy or harsher cymbal's dai^, 

And native crowds beheld with fierce delight 

On the red plain the sangainary fight 

Of savage beasts, whose worse than brutal sport 

Formed the amusement of an Eastern Court ; 

* An elegant building of the Roman Doric order, erected by 
subscription, from the design, and under the difectiott of UMit 
Burt, Engineers. 
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Mid reliques and remains of tall Kiosks, 
Pag^odas, minarets, and dome-crowned mosques ; 
Where toifrering palms and spreading banians rise, 
A Doric structure meets the spell-bound eyes — 
Its fiur proportions formed in e^ery part 
Jost to the classic rules of Roman art, 
And dedicated to those Nymphs dirine, 
The fairer sisters of the tuneful Nine— 
Atteidant on the Drama— a gay thr<H^, 
Who weare the mingled web of dance and soi^, 
Where youi^ Thalia laughs with mirthful eye, 
And gorgeous Tragedy comes sweeping by. 

* Say, what the magic charm that thus has dianged 
The wild, where erst the forest-monster ranged. 
To the gay Theatre^ where wit's bright rays 
Pour forth the. sparklings of its diamond bluse. 
And the rapt ear delighted lists again 
The gifted poet's most ennobling strain, 
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And Satire lightly laughs at Folly's cause^ 
And Virtue wins the heart to Virtue's lawsf 
'Tis woman's smile! — She raised her potent waiid« 
And this fair structure rose at her c(«Dmand ; 
She blessed the wilderness, and each ravine 
Transformed at once, became a brilliant scene r 
And the lone exiles from a distant coast ' 

No longer mourn for all that they hare lost; 
But pleased, and pleasing, to this arid sand 
Hare brought the tk^easures oi their native land. 
And never yet beneaith the arch of heaven 
To lovelier for|(i8 was man*s obedience given. 
Nor homage ever paid to eyes more bright, 
Than those #hich grace our Theatre td»nigfat. 

Oh ! still vouchsafe the soft approving sm^ 
Still by your presence gild this honoured pile. > 
For when did radiant beauty ever own 
A fairer realm, a move appimrial^ thrmif. 
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Than the arena where the Drama tries ' 
** To catch the manners living as they rise f" 
From each expressive glance the Actor draws 
The gentle censure^ or the sweet applause ; 
And as their various talents they unfold, 
She cheers the timid or appals the bold : 
Checks with a glance each free licentious speech. 
And gives the lesson noqe save women teach—- 
Sanctions the good, directs the march of mind 
To all that's great, and beauteous, and refined, 
Displays the witchery of the soft, the chaste. 
And shews examples of the purest taste. 
We bend before you — grateful — for we know 
How much to female patronage we owe, 
And fearless — for to woman's generous breast 
The modest suppliant never yet addrest 

A prayer in vain ^whatever our success. 

The gentle smile of female loveliness, 

Will soothe our failure, or our triumph bless. 
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Yet to the Drama's gons be not al<Mie 
Your plaosive glance, and soft indulgence diewn-*- 
But be the weU-eamed need of laurel shed 
On the aspirant's young and anxious head. 
Who from a bold design, with taste correct. 
Has reared this splended pile — the Architect. 
Dreading no frown, no critic word severe. 
He humbly waits for your approval — hare. 

Cawnpore^ October 1829. 
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THE NAIAD. 

She comes to bless me like a dream^ 

As with an arrow's flight, ^ 
I see her gliding down the stream 

Of melted chrysolite. 

Her glittering hair of wavy gold 

Is bound with lilies pale. 
And wreathed in many a sunny fold. 

Floats round her like a veil. 

• 

Her large and tender eyes of blue 
Glance upwards, filled with love. 

Their sapphire beams come flashing through 
The crystal wave above. 

Blended with molten pearl, the rose 

In all its warmest blush. 
On her fair cheek enamoured glows 

With ever-changing flush. 
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She wears a smile of heayenly toth. 

As (me untouched by care, 
Who never felt the ills of earth, 

« 

And knows not what they are. 

And swiftly as she glides along 
That wave so bright and clear, 

Each breeze the sedgy banks amoi^ 
Makes music in her ear, 

'And thus she spends the sunmier day, 

Rejoicing in its light ; 
But oh ! how fleetly melts away 

When steak the shrouding night. 

Beneath the moon's soft silvery rays 
I watch the stream in vaiii,^ 

But with the sun's meridian blatee 
She comes! she comes again! 




TWILIGHT WITH THE FAIRIES. ; 

A fairy grot, mid a fairy lute, 

A fairy bark to float br^the tide, 
When the winds are hushed, and the billows mule, 

And the sun has sunk to his ocean-bride. 

How joyous it !]s to sit within 
That elfin cave widi its crystal spars. 

While the glittering wares cotne diancing in. 
As they catch the light of the gleaming stars. 

How joyous to list to the fairy song 

Which swells o'er that broad and tranquil sea— 
Whfle nereiad roices the notes prolong 

ThriUing the soul with their minstrelsy. 

Joyous it is in our fairy boat 

When dolphins sport on the trackless main. 
Like spirits of brighter spheres, to float 

And steer to our sparry grot again. 
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Joyous k k widi the fiury crew 

To share the feast so daintily spread-^ 

To qaaff the honied and rainbowed dew^ 
And 8^ the perfume from roses died« 

Oh ! when will the twilight hour arrive. 
With its mystic sounds and its mystic mghts*^ 

And who in this dull oold world would liro* ' 
When )Ury4aud'oiKff8 such rare detiglitsf 
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THE yOYAGEr^tliaVi;, 
Oh haste on board jr^y gaUtftt h(^, 

While skies^Qie brigbt and MUi-Jb«aiQs floule, 
Shall gaily o'^ the waters float, 

And steer for Pleasure's fiiiry isle. 
'Tis summer's {»ime; each bud and flower 

Glows upon hill, and dale^ and gror^**- 
Oh! seize the blest auspicious hMir 

And haste on board — and sail with Love ! 

Fair Hope my silken sail has wrought 

To waft us o'er the silvery tides, 
Young Enterprize the rudder brought. 

Which his adventurous spirit guides. 
Upon the deck V\\ rear a light 

And trelliced bower of myrtle wov^*- 
The winds are hushed, the skies are bright. 

Oh! haste on board, and sail with Love! 
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The maiden heard the gentle songf 

She saw the gaOy painted bark ; 
The path by Prudence urged was long, 

And led through valleys drear smd dark* 
The silken sails, -the pennons gay 

Have lured her truant steps to rove. 
She leaves the rough and ru^ed ,way 

To sail o'er tranquil seas with Love. 

Swiftly towards Pleasure's flowery realm 

Love's fleet and buoyant vessel flies. 
And still through sunny straits, the helm 

Is boldly steered by Enterprize. 
The fairy prow 'leaps dancing o'er 

The rippling wave by cliff and cove— 
Who would not quit the lonely shore 

To sail to Pleasure's Isle with Love? 
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But soon tempestuoui? winds arkby 

Loud roars the surge, 'desceiids the rmtf 
And vainly does young Ent^rize- ' 

His rudder urge to land aga^n. '< ■ '' 
He swims to shore^^n pinions gay. 

While with the weltering ware he strove^ 
His wily patron q>eed9away9 

But she was wrecked who sailed with Lore. 




S14 

GENEVIEVE. 
Bright as ibe sunmier's golden beam 

Thy smiles were wont to be, 
And placid as the rosy dream 

Of careless infoncy. 
Then why that drooping downcast eye. 

And wherefore dost thoa grieve ; 
Why art then struggling with a sigh 

My pretty Genevieve? 

So young, so lovely, and so blest. 

What evil canst thou fear — 
What thought disturbs thy guileless breast-— 

Why swells the starting tear? 
Say, dost thou weep that there is woe 

Thy tears may not relieve. 
And do they for another flow, 

My gentle Genevieve? 
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Oh ! clear thy darkling br^w Ugain, 

And let the radianoe diine» 
Like san-Jbeams chasing Aprfl tain, 

la those sweet eyes of thine. 
I swear to thee, and thou wilt still 

Thefand» fond vow belieye, 
To guard thee from each earthly ill, 

My precious Generieve! 
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SPAIN. 
Land of the forest, land of the mountain ! 
Land of the river, the hill, and the fountain ! 
Where the cork, and the citron, and olive trees 
bloom- 
Land where the vine wreathes its leaves into bowers. 
Where orange and lemon shed gold 'with their 
flowers. 
As the summer gale woos them to yield their perfume. 

Land, where of old, the cross and the crescent, 
With hatred unquenched, and with fury incessant, 
Their bright banners advanced o'er the red battle 
plain; 
Where Araby poured forth its hordes like a flood. 

Where the bright mountain-torrents ran crimson 
with blood. 

And the proud Moslem reigned o'er the Christian 
domain. 
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Landy where the conquering Saracen made 
Tow^ aiMl palace arise from the glade^ 

Giving records sublime of the day of Msr power— 
Land, where the temple and minaret smiled 
Mid gardens with purple and ruby buds piled. 

The haunt of dark beauties in youth's freshest hour. 

Land, where the Moor proudly rode o'er the plain 
With pomp and with cymbal and drum in his train. 

To the tilt, where the knighthood of Christendom flung 

Their pennons on high, and each chieftain's advance 

Was marked by the shock of the broad-sword and 

lance, [rung. 

While the lists, far and wide, with their martial deeds 

Land, where love's influence strongly displayed. 
The youth of Castile and the dark Arab raiaid 

Were oft linked in soft bands only Imiken by death — 
Land, where the Moor in captivity sweet 
Sighed his fond vows at some fair Spaniard's feet. 

As she bent o'er his forehead her rose-scented breath. 
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Land, where the shallop spread forth its broad sail, 
And recklessly gave its career to the gale. 

Secure of success — at the leader's command, 

Who, o'er the deep waters, beyond the wide skies, 
Saw clustering islands and continents rise. 

And the bold vessel steered with an unerring hand. 

Land, where the earth's richest mines have unrolled 
Their coveted treasures of silver and gold, 

And half the new world as its vassals bowed down; 
Land, where the pure priceless jewels that shohe 
On Peru's dazzling sceptre and Mexico's throne. 

Were wrested to gleam on thy proud monarch's crown. 

Land of the bull-fight, where hundreds engage 
The brute in his fiercest and deadliest rage, 

Till pierced by their weapons he sinks to the ground ; 
Where beauty's eye dwells on the perilpus deedy 
And woman can gaze as the combatants bleedi 

And h^ sweet voice be h^mrd aa the platiclitb9 rjBsonnd. 
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Land of the convert, the shrine, and the cell. 
Where the deep choral hy nm, and the soft vesper bell 

On the light breezes borne gently steal o'er the ear- 
Where the soul's pensive dream of some votary pale^ 
Some fond heart that pines 'neath the nun's flowing 

Is chased by the song of the gay Muleteer. [^eil. 

Land, where the church and the altar profaned 
By dark superstitions and priestcraft are stained 

By heretic blood to the ruthless flames given; 
Land of the dungeon, the rack, and the chain, 
Where man has appealed to his fellow in vain. 

And the shriek of the martyrs ascended to heaven. 

Land of the waltz and the g^y masquerade. 
The cloaked cavalier and the wild serenade, 

Where fond lovers sigh o'er their tender guitars — 
Land, where the fingers that held in their clasp 
The maiden's white hand the red dagger would grasp. 

And assassins steal forth 'neath the light of the stars. 
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Land, where the bandit infests each wild scene. 
And the wolf bays the moon from the monntain , 
ravine; 
Where the goatherds have loftier souls than their lords ; 
Where peasants by glory's bright chronicles fired^ 
By their country's renown and its thraldrom 
inspired, j 

Its freedom have won at the point of their swords ! 



221 

A SKETCH. 
The fretted pannels gleamed with gold. 

And gorgeous shewed that stately room ;: 
The silken curtain'js ample fold 

Shone with the dyes of P^%iia's loom. 
And there lay harp and lyre and lute. 

To waken music's sweetest strain, .[ 

But all in that sad hour were mute"—* ' 

Their witchery lost, their solace vain. 

Without — the tall trees wooed the wind 

Shading a smooth and spacious lawn, 
And where the shrubs their branches twined, 

Couched on the blossoms slept the fawn. 
The wide verandah's colonnade 

With rare and precious flowen was fiUed, 
And ev^ breeze that round them played 

Their odorous scents in showers distilled. 
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The jasmines mantling wreaths were hung 

Upon the trelliced arch, and high 
The rose its rich red clusters flung 

Mid that star-cinctured tapestry. 
'Twas evening, and a silvery ray 

Beamed from the bright and full orbed moon, 
Which sailing on her heaven-ward way. 

Shone broadly on that fair saloon. 

The lattice wide, as if for air, 

Was open thrown — ^and faint and weak, 
A form was seen reposing there, 

With eyelids closed and pallid cheek"— 
Upon a velvet couch she lay. 

But not to her a couch of rest ; 
Her long dark hair in disarray. 

Her white arms folded o'a* her breast. 
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Amid the braided tresses shone 

Pale flowers exhaling scented breath. 
Like coronals we strew upon 

The friend we lose by early death. 
She was not dead who corse-like prest 

That couch of care ; but the moon's light 
Ne'er could on one more heart-struck rest 

Than h^ who caught the beam that night* 

And there was one of gentle mood 

Who watched that pale and prostrate form ; 
And as in musing grief she stood 

And marked the wreck of one wild storm. 
She fancied that the moon looked down 

With pitying eye upon the bed, 
Where like a lily overthrown 

The smitten mourner drooped her head. 
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It was an idle thought-— yet still 

The dream the pensive mind beguiled, 
But that same moon o'er yon green hill 

Looked down on other scences and smiled.- 
Oh ! fair and false — a beam of light 

On misery's th<Nrny couch she throws. 
Then faithless turns a ray as bright 

Where hope and joy and health repose. 
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LIFE'S CHANGES. 
Mid gay and crowded festiyals, 
In many a fair and glittering scene, 
I tread those bright and gilded halls 
Wherein thy feet so oft have been. 
Familiar are the names to me 
Which my new friends and flatterers bear. 
Each sound comes linked with thoughts of thee ; 
But thou art where? 

* 

The busy throng which thou hast known 
In days gone by approach me now. 
And every word and every tone 
Reminds me of thy plighted vow. 
They name thee not, but fancy brings 
Thy voice upon the passing air, 
Thy form is borne upon her wings ; 
But thou art— —where? 
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The wreath which, when mj humble song 
Was breathed to careless ears in vain. 
Thou fondly said'st should soon belong 
To my unprized unvalued strain, 
Is twined for me — upon my brow 
In many a knot and cluster fair 
Its blooming buds and blossoms glow; 
And thou art — ^where? 

Not thine the lips that whisper praise, 
Not thine the bright and beaming eye 
Turning on mine its ardent gaze. 
Not thine the hope, not thine the sigh. 
Another breathes a tender tale. 
Another hovers round my chair, 
Another trusts he may prevail, 
For thou art— ———where? 
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I know not if my onoe loyed name 

Now first before the world arowed. 

As one who hopes her lay may claim 

The homage of the busy crowd, 

Though published wide, has reached thine ear, 

Beviving thoughts which lore will share— 
I know not if it still be dear ; 
For thou art - where ? - 
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STANZAS. 

Upon the Ganges regal stream 

The suns bright splendours 
And gorgeously the noon-tide beam 

Reposes on its breast. 
But in a small secluded nook 

Beyond the western sea, 
There rippling glides a narrow brook 

That's dearer far to me. 

The loory perches on my hand 

Caressing to be fed — 
And spreads its wings at my command, 

And bends its purple head. 
But where the robin — ^humble guest 

Comes flying from the tree, 
Which bears its unpretending nest, 

Alas ! I'd rather be. 
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The fire-fly flashes through the sky, 

A meteor swift and bright. 
And all below, around, on high. 

Gleams with its emerald light : 
Though glory tracks that shooting star, 

And bright its splendours shine. 
The glowworm's lamp is dearer far 

To this sad heart of mine. 

Throughout the summer year the flowers 

In all the flush of bloom, 
Clustering around the forest bowers, 

Exhale their rich perfume ; 
The daisy and the primrose pale. 

Though scentless they may be, 
That gem a far, far distant vale. 

Are much more prized by me. 
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The Iotas opes its chalices 

Upon the tank's broad lake. 
Where India's stately palaces 

Their ample mirrors make; 
But reckless of each tower and dome, 

The splendid and the grand— 
I languish for a cottage home 

Within my native land. 
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STANZAS. 

Land of Romance ! 
Fair and jocund France ! 
From tby green meads, and from thy sonny rills. 
Thy laughing plains, and from thy yine-clad hills, 

Thy dark-eyed maids adrance; 
And while the pipe its gentle music trills 
They wreathe the graceful dance. 

Land of Romance ! 
Fair and fertile France! 
When music's voice o'er hill and dell and plain 
Had ceased, the minstrel harp, the yocal strain, 

Waked from theirs long long trance-^ 
The Troubadour's soft lay revired again 
By thy bright wave, Durance ! 
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Land of the brare and free ! 

Imperial Germany ! 
By thy grape-clustered rocks, thy lofty towers, 
Thy fair broad rivers, and thy princely bowers. 

The warrior's minstrelsy 
Resounds — and mid the fairest sweetest flowers 
Up springs the laurel tree. 

Land of the brave and free ! 
Imperial Germany! 
Deep in the bosom of thy dark pine woods, 
Thy mountam mines, and o'er thy angary floods, . 

Wild as the revelry 
Of winds and waves, dwell the unhallowed broods 
Of dreaming phantasy. 
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Land of melody ! 

Tunefal Italy! 
To thy enchantbg balmy yaks bel<n^ 
The spirit and the soul of melting song ; 
They breathe, they dwell with thee— « 

Floating thy bowery myrtle graves among, 
Echoes of long past poesy. 

Land of melody! 
Tmieful Italy ! 
Each mined palace and each classic shrine. 
Filled with man's works, yet more than half diviiia^ 

Swells the rapt heart with extasy. 
The sculptor's work, the painter's bold design 
Were both inspired by thee. 
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Fancy's bright domain ! 

Chivalric Spain I 
Thy broad sieifiBB, and thy 0|it« gllidAI, 
The gentle muinc of Iky sarenades, 

Thy fierce -and -maBTtiai train— 
Thy midoiig^ ansiiiiii^ay and Aby iftbdiifil ^tAm 

Bring knighthood's days jagain. 

Fancy's bright domain ! : 
Chivahric Spain ! 
From thy iast masdM^ fiie wandener JMB^iifia! 
TJie iltid^Iing of /the.f<md»Bd ^Uigsiit^ 

And lovers to the tiBOon.ccmipIafli^ 
But at the fiiost^riiriU [tmrnp iotmatf 
Each breaks his silken 




J/lj cagtie towers on Sex&ai^i mAfi 

Smile in the jaiiaiDi«r^« 4iuif 
Not brighter flows the silvery tid^* 

Of thy fair streaoi, GaraiiRe I 
The wild bee murmurs iu.the liowOTf 

The deer bounds dbrough. dm "miod^ 
And gaily blooms the primi^Qi^jflaw^, 

In that sweet solitude. 

ril hang rich jewels in thine ^m< 

If thou wilt be my bride ; 
I'll trap thy robe with minever 

And broidery beside» 
My page shall at thy palfrey slwd 

And hold its silken rein. 
If thou wilt quit thine own fiur land 

To cross the foaming main. 
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Your chamu shall gifted minstrds sing 

And vassals bend the knee, 
Your welcome through my halls shall ring 

With songs and revelry ; 
And as the festal board you grace. 

Or lead the joyous dance. 
The pleasures round you shall effiice 

The thoughts of distant France. 

My lineage I will scorn to name 

Though high its boast may be — 
I leave the trumpet tongue of fame 

To tell thee my degree ; 
For I have borne me in the fight 

Through many a toilsome day, 
As best becomes an English knight — 

The foremost in the fray. 
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St George's baimer wires oh high 

0*er tower and citadel ; 
The widow's wail, the arpha&'s cry. 

The midnight breezes swell. 
Then sweet, this scene of sadness leare 

For merry England's coast-^ 
And in my arms forget to grieve 

For all that you have lost. 



BALLAD. 

My rose! my rose! my Prot^oe rosef 

What can to theie comporet 
There's not a single flower that blows 

So sweety so soft, so fair — 
IVe sousfht the hills of far Almaine 

Beside the laughing Bhine, 
Rich with the red grape's ruby stain 

And wreathed with many a vine. 
And stately dames of high degree 

Their gracious looks have lent. 
And beamed their blue eyes' rays on me 

At tilt and tournament* 
But oh ! my rose ! my Provence rose ! 

What can to thee compare? 
There's not a single flower that blows, 

So gentle, and so fair. 

I've wandered o'er the fields of France 
Through summer's smiling hour — 
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Wooed by the 9tfmg of ymmg Uovmnte 
To beauty's perfumed bower* 

And Bretagne'js natd$ bov^ wilcb0a|r ^^^t 

Beguiling mortal men ; 
And starry eyes, and melting hearts 

Are found in brigbl Guiean^. 
But my blush rose! piy Provence p^^i^ j 

What can to th^ covp^f 
There's not a single flower tbtt bl^Wfl^ 

So delvoafe» 60 &ir! 

There's many a 9#eei; 8s4 Mtamf fhme 

Beyond the sparkling.Rhoiie| 
And rose-lipp€)l imiiUtitti lea4 lilt ^LfSHQ 

Across the sun-kissed ¥nyr 
Oh ! joyous are tlie fertiyRJ^ 

The mirth and minstrelsy. 
With beauty smiling in the halls 

Of tower-crowned Normandy. 
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But my sweet rose, my Provence rose ! 

What can to thee compare f 
There's not a single flower that blowsi 

So gleeful, or so fair. 

IVe listened in the orange groves, 

The blossomed dells of l^ain— 
Beneath her moon-lit skies, to love's 

Soft, sweet, bewildering strain. 
Through shrouding veils the flashes broke, 

From eyes as bright as stars— 
Whene'er the sweeping fingers woke 

The notes of fond guitars. 
But my wild rose, my Provence rose ! 

What can to thee compare f 
There's not a single flower that blows 

So precious, or so fair. 




The old ancestral towet miei^\^^\ 

Of tapestry and of jpaHU-^^r >! 
There's not a tattered banttAT left 
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Upon the broli^ett ^w&nj • !>»'.;.() ; 
The owl hoots wheiis ihd luftMSti^l^s toy 

Cheered my bold ^AO^HofH^ 
And I must up and rideaw&y;^ ^^ •>, ■ - >'!' ^* i- - 

And win my golden spurs. 

There's rust upon my good sWdird'bllcl^; >{' { '.■' 
My war-steed tM^k ^i^wA^"''* k.\^vrA '>: > >. »;Is ,-.a 

And still I haunt this darksould gCftd^^ '/ ■'■' ^^ 
Nor cross yon glitt^n^'^MUii,^ '"'•* *'" <''*"^' -^ '^^'^i. 

*Tis idle grief to sbtd'tbd i^<^i< --'il^ ^>'^< 'jq HjmI^^ 

Though he was^fdi4 ilM'MJ^^ ^"^ ''''• '^' '^♦'' 
Tis idle grief to linger*il^ VfAivwre. lo o!iiiB (*)I 

My father's blood-stained grave. 
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Then I my coat of mail will doD, 

And couch my trusty lance; 
Thcre*s many a castle to be won 

In fair and jocund France. 
My halls are empty — ^but Til conM, 

St. George my weapon guide! 
With laurel-crested basnet home 

And the red gold beside. 

The blue eyed maids of England scorn 

My ruined house and me, 
But there are brides as highly bom 

In stately Normandy; : . 
And he who in the l^tle fidd : 

Shall proye the stoutest knighli 
Will find the eye of beauty yield 

Its smile of sunniest light. . 
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And ril be first in bo^^ imd hall, 

And foremost in the ring; 
And bards at each gay festival 

Mj knightly feats shall sing. 
I'll bear about the blazonry 

Of arms, in gold and pearl. 
And eyery precious gem shall be 

The ransom of an earl. 

I'll heap my board with costly plate 

With this good sword of mine ; 
And crowds of yassals at my gate 

Shall drain the purple wine. 
Each knave shall with his fellow vie 

In silks, and gauds, asad furs; 
These towers shall ring with mirth, when I 

Have won my golden spurs. 
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The greenwood ! thegreeuvoodi.'? ■ ( '.: > htih 
How pleasant it would be \ ' 
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To build a little mossy hut .: ■ vlti! ^:,' ;; 

Beneath the forest tree. Ji -j.f;; ,. ^ ^^ 

To climb each green and 'greasy loidllf : . . - i ? 
To pierce each leafy hiunt»: : . ;i . >: . v i . i . / 
And listen- with delighted ears : , 'Ui :u-, -. . 
To every wild bird's chaunt. 

The greenwood ! the greenwood ! ' ' 

How bright the sunbemns glemi^ .. « ' 

Chequered by many a waving bougk.^ 

Upon the dancing streami. . J . . ■ . . ^ • 

And there the dainty harebdyki gpfow, 

There roams ihe ragraat be^ 

And every gale that stira the 

Makes thrilling melody. 
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The greenwood ! the greenwood ! 

How bafany is the air. 

How sweet the morning breeze that fans 

The roebuck in his lair. 

Oh ! would that from these hated walls 

I too might roam as free, 

And tread the turf with steps as light 

And heart as full of glee. 

The greenwood ! the greenwood ! 
How bright the dew-drops shine, 
How gracefully the ivy wreaths 
Around the old oaks twine. 
Take all the feasts and festivals 
This darksome city yields-^ 
Give me the shade of forest bowers, 
The sun-light of the fields. 
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A, SCECfE IN THE DOAAJB. 

Those ^fioii8"vrho hiiye traveraed the DMuab, oi* tW 
neifkboiiriiig disllict of Bundelkhuod^ or.. who hfkisti 
navigated the Jumaa which separatee these pirof inecs %t 
Upper India^ will acknowledge the fidelity of the fore- 
going description y fortresses in the last stage of decay 
being as plentiful as tte rUiiMd yiH^;es of which we read 
ilk like 'Persiiii tale. Amid Hie dmost nnmberiess. aaour- 
siooti ti the Moosauldiaiiiifi ham the al^aeent cpiutnei 
into Hittdostan, many yei'y gallant exploitB/renukiii ahloldj 
and OtbMs have obtaiaed so ali^ a record^ that wK jur^ 
kft Id'gMss iat tt» extent of the Uiviaders^ ooaqtieste by 
the moalderiiif wrecktf of temples amd fortified j^aoes 
which Itte eeatteted over the <faoe of the cdaatty. . ; . : ^i .. a 

' • ^* It$ tiotickmff immih the JM mmi 

Hie tJpper PMVlnoee oS. Hiadostan are aabjeoted jIo ihe 
eEMMud Vieitdtioit of hutiwinds^ whkh^ darinf^^ mool^ ctf 
Ajpril/Mliyv ittkc^ JtinAy Mo^ kicesiaBtfytihiiNi^hMfithi 
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day. None save those who hat^ experienced it caa form 
any idea of the heat^ which is like that of a furnace. 
Europeans contrive to keep the interior of their houses cool 
by thick mats called tatHes, made of ^u»kku$, the root of 
a fragrant grass^ which being kept constantly wetted, miti- 
gate the burning heat of the air as it passes through. The 
wind generally blows from the westward, and the tatties 
are fitted into the doors or windows toward that point : 
they are of comparatively little use when the gale veers 
to the east, as it then beonnes damp as well as hoL 



THE BRAMIN. 
During a voyage up die Ganges as high as AUahabad, 
I was particularly attracted by the extreme beauty of 
the Pagodas which diversify the scenery on die. river's 
banks* As it is the custom for boats to moor dk»0 to the 
shore at sunset, I had frequent opporinnities of visiting 
these Hindoo temples, usually the dwelling place of a 
Bramin, who derives a frugal exist^ice from the offeriii^ 
of grain or money left upon the altar by the pious. The 
flowers which, plaited into wreaths and rosaries, decorate 
the shrines and enamel the pavement, spring in rich lux- 
uriance amid the vast variety of forest trees which clothe 
every eminence ; and upon our expressing our admiration 
of their beauty, were pressed upoa dur accqpta&ce frith 
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Hie Qtaost courtesy. These Mlmts, or Pagodas, are \mr^ 
nNiaded bj an immense number of animak, who, Uving ki 
complete security, are perfectly tame and domesticated. 
The daughter of a bird or quadruped under the protectioii 
of a Biaminy would arouse a whole Tillage to avenge the 
wrong. 
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While hU pecuHar care ike meumfkt bird/^ 



dhak Mavak, Brhamanee dock. The HintkxMi imagine 
that for some transgresnon committed in the human body, 
the souls of the oflfending persons are ccndemned to animate 
these animals, who are compelled to part at sunset; the 
male and female flying on different sides of the river, eadi 
imagiamg thai the other has voluntarily forsakenthe nest^ 
and inviting the supposed wanderer's return with lamenta- 
ble cries. The Bramins, compassionating the melancholy 
condition of these birds, hold them sacred, and will not 
allow them to be molested within the precincts of their 
jurisdiction. 



THE TAAJE MAHAL. 
It would be useless to attempt a prose description of the 
superb edifice reared by the Emperor Shah Jdian, in 
honour of hra most beloved wife Moom Taza Mhal. It 
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il^aiJkMt q£ hiB.splMid«ury ibe inipeii»Lmoiirii«r pfoihojW 
.taMita momiidenl to the ecxpiringf object/of.hift'affd^kiQii^ 
rwbicb fkould be as unriiraUed m magaificeiic^ te die 
cbarme and Yutoet 'whiob had distihgiiiBb^d her aboiw 
the rest of her sex ; and, faithful to his vow, engaged the 
most celebrated artists from the western world to super- 
intend tbe work. It is erected in a spai^ioUB gaidsn -washed 
by the Jumna, in the close vicinity of the city of Agra, 
•andforoMd of the ihost precious matortals^ the ..outside 
being of white imarUe, and the intemr .inlaid wilb an 
infinite variety of nems, opals, agates, tii«)u6iae^ &c* &c. 
nerlesB than fifty diffident kinds of coriitliaiL bebg em- 
pWyed in this .junodaction of one caraatidn^-' 'The gtttea, 
^bii9h. are lofty arcbwAys, crowned with riiroiin^ apfiixiaf h 
in be«aty and #plendour to the Ta^e Mahalttself; the 
name interpreted signifies '^ tomb" and ^^tmlaoe/^ and 
^^veys In two w<urda the best idea that call be^ gmn of a 
ViuiMii^, ctf. wbiph thei« is no ptetetypfe m dMJuMii«rn 
world. 



TH5 DYING HINDOO. 

» Theve are few thinp more aboekiag to Ennipeaa eyes 
ihan.ft^ publicity of ^eath-bed scenes in India, and the 
%f atbetical indiffejoence displayed by the Hmdoos ithile 



attending tiie' expiriag. mbiiMntt 6( dniiit vnearest relatives 
iprftwiii^ Pnqiiently, only a f ew yuda firom a crovi^ed 
l^hanl thronged fay the inhabitants of Mme neighbouring 
viilige» who are bughing, singing, and foUowing their or*- 
iBinry frnipatinniir with the utniost gaiety, a djringper^ 
aMiiauiy ht aeen stretched upon a e&arppy (bedrtead)' ckiee 
li^.lhe rhreir.'e brink, anrrounded by a groupe of three or 
four indiiiiduale, who look upon the snfferer withoat tiie 
slightest appearance of interest As soon as- the bnsatfi 
has left the body, the corse is thrown into the river, death 
being often precipitated by. staffing, the jnouth and nostrils 
"with mud. Strangers, attracted by some superb lotus 
^oatiigidpirn the stream, lire disgusted by the sight ef a 
dead b4^ rapidly descending . with the ti4e, the gh^sdy 
lie(u)„A|^Mriog abpve the surfaoe of the waAer. . Mitfj 
Hindoo, is anxious to draw his .last sig^ on the banks dT 
the Ganges,, or some equally sacred stream Awvibgmto its 
holy waters ; the relatives therefore of ezpkiag pianons 
fulfil the last offices of humanity in the manner most de- 
sirable to. them, by bringing a dying friend to the edge of 
the river, and consigning the body. When, .the vital spark 
has fled, to the hallowed stream. Like the Moosaulmauns, 
the followers of Brahma are aH predf iFtrtnapiai, 9md iMke 
up tbeivvwinds as easily to the endurance of .any; itevitaUe 
mbfortute: wherefore; however sftmng their affectioa may 
be to the living, few, if any, ever think of grieving for 
the dead. 
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** Ihike dutbauia^s eipkmade/* 
'.) The chaboQta is a raised terrace fmrmed of dknuim, a 
compositioii of clay so well tempered as to take 9s fine a 
poUsh 88 marble. From these chabauiai a flight of slone 
or cbnham steps descend into the river^' and compose tfae 
l^iants or landing places, whidi are often extremely beau* 
tifnly especially when they are shaded by a majestic banian 
or tamarind tree, and accompanied by a mosque or pagoda, 
or a series of small white Mhui8, 



it 



Her gracefid ghutrak fiUmg fhere.*^ 



The gkmrrah is a coarse earthen water-pot <if an etegant 
shape. It appears in Mr. Westmacott's (tlie celebrated 
^enlptor) niarble statne of a Hindoo giri sealed, and has 
%eta very naturally mistaken for an urn. The attitude of 
idie foiiale figure of the groupe alluded to, is not that of 
a native of Hindostan. 



Freed from each grcveUing trammel glide. 
And mmgk teith it$ holy eprmgs" 



Should the patient idio has been dedicated to the 
sacred rirer, recover from his malady, he loses eeeU — none 
of his tribe will associate with a man rejected by the 
Ganges. 
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THE NORTH-^WES-EEB. 

The brief but devastating storms^ deiKMninated in India 
Nortb-WesteiB, are of frequent o^urrence during the rainy 
aeatKHiy and commit dreadful ravages in the course of 
their rapid progress, as they sweep oVer the plains, or 
lash the waters of the Ganges into temporary madness: 
they come on suddenly without : any previous intimation. 
The one described took place in the vicinity of Moorshe- 
dabad,. the residenoe of the Nizam of Bengal, and it 
disfstBed. a. qplendid flotilla of boats belonging to that 
prince. 

''andftmg 
. O'er Otmffek^ umm each flowery offeriMgJ^ 



1 1 ' 



The Hoogly is one of the mouths of the Ganges, from 
which it branches a short distance above Moorshedabadt 
it is esteemed equally sacred, and every wave brings down 
the lotHffor beaatii^l white or deep crimson flowers con* 
signed by the natives to its mlvery tides in honour of the 
deity of the stream. At night it is also illiuninated by 
lamps burning in fairy shallops of cocoa-nut shells, from 
which the Hindoos of eithw sex feed the augury of their 
^tuie fortunes.^ ^ 
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TH& BAJJUFB OBSEQUIES. 

'. The- ciljr of Bcnaret is esteemed so holy^ tfiet &e 
l^ibiis suppose h to be a jewel or excreseenee; placed on, 
laid not a pan of, the world. It is sHoated 'em- 1\» left 
bank of ^ Ganges, and is covered with hoesea to 
the water's edge; the buiidings hmn^ int^mixed with 
ttees, Slid separated at intervals by ghauts or landing 
l^aces, Very hahdimnely' construoted of ilarge stones and 
^soendkig Irjr^flightsof broad steeps into IImi water, tnrhich 
hi iaany places is thirty feet bebw the level of theetreet 
The celebrated minarets are attached to a mosque, erected 
by the Empetpr Aurungzebe upon the ruins of a pagoda, 
and present avptmdtropliy of MooBauloMHHloQAqaest. The 
view of Benares from the river is exceedingly picturesque 
andiinoposing^ affording niioiberkSBSubjeela for the aftist's 
pencil. •'■'■■■■.,■. 



-t * > 
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i And the wkke /buU mrftttered rtn>99m'* 

• The whielesnrfaoeofithe streets of B^nai^i. together 
witih evei^ roef, vmsMiah and porch v ate litettUy celvSKed 
with an immense variety of pigeons and doees^i ..Ijil..ad^ 
dition to other animals held nearly as sacred, the Brah- 
manee bulls roam at large in vast numbers, obstructing the 
narrow avenues, and helping themselves without ceremony 
to all the eatables exposed in the bazars. 
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** Theghwtreu chime the etemhkg ktmrJ* 
Time is measured in India by a brass vessel perforatod, 
aad placed in a pot containing water : the cup or bason 
IS so constructed as to fill and sink at the expiration of 
an allotted penod, when a person appointed for the par- 
pose strikes the hour on a ghurree or gong. 

** Proud only of the tripk thread.** 

A string of three threads passed oyer the shoulder and 
under the opposite aim, forms the distinguishing mark of 
the Bramin caste. 

'* And toith a voice divine she nngsm* 

The last words uttered by the Suttee are supposed to 
be oracular : they usually relate to the transmigrations 
which the parting s[nrit is destined to undergo. 



** And eager for firopkelie Hraxne 
Amid the crowd d^ silence reigns J* 

Mr. Derozio^ in his very beautiful and truly Oriental 
Poem^ '' The Fakeerof Jungheera/' bas taken advantage 
of the license to depait from the beaten track, universally 
fdlowedy and has placed a highly poetical and spirited 

i 2 




258 

effusion, relating to things of far diviner nature than the 
tiansmigrations of the soul into the bodies of animals, in 
the lips of his heroine. I have followed his example by 
varying the parting address of Mitala from that of her 
sister victim, but can make no pretensions to the eloquence 
and harmony of Mr. Derozio's verse. 



<f 



The Persian Satrap and the Tartar Khan 
The temples of your Gods shall overthrow" 



This prediction relates to the outrages perpetrated by 
Aurengzebe, mentioned in a foregoing note. 



NIGHT ON THE GANGES. 

The s(4endid beauty of the nights in India makes 
amends for the shortness oi the witching hour of twilight. 
Every feature in the landscape, (and every ' prospect 
which the Ganges presents is more or less lovely) is dis- 
tinctly visible when illuminated by the innumerable stars 
which come shining forth in a tropic sky. 

THE LAND STORM. 

The Poem thus entitled is aH attempt to describe a 
storm /which took place at the breaking up of the hot 
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winds in 1829 in the Doaab. It was the most awful and 
magnificent sight I ever witnessed : the whole earlli seemed 
to be torn up into billows, as the vast clouds of dust, 
brought from the great desert, came rolling onwards, 
spreading darkness as they approached. The tempest 
lasted about an hour from its commencement, and I shall 
never forget the joyful sensation which I experienced 
when the tatties were removed, and we hastened into the 
verandah and breathed cool air, instead of the streams of 
gas which had been flowing outside the house for the 
last three months. Our two Persian cats actually rolled 
themselves in the wet, and walked through the puddles 
vrith the utmost complacency, and all the other ammab 
seemed to derive new life from the refreshing change in 
the atmosphere. 



THE MOOSALMAUN'S GRAVE. 

'< He asks not who the precious boon bequeathed.*' 

I have been shewn in Bengal several temples whose 
founders were equally venerated by Hindoos and Moo- 
saulmauns : the latter, who are natives of this province, are 
however esteemed a degenerate race, corrupted by the 
example of the idolaters around them. Still the tanks and 
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welb by whomfoeter dag (and the folbwen of both cieedi 
lure alike enjoined by ihe precepts of their religion to 
bequeath these, and similar benefits to posterity) are the 
indiscriminate resort of the true believers and the disciples 
of Brahma. In general some Hindoo Priest or Moo- 
saulmaun Takeer is established in the temples, which are 
usually built by the side of a Ghaut or Tank, deriving a 
frugal subsistence from the bounty of travellers and de* 
Totees, who leave a portion of grain or a small piece of 
money for his use. The shade of a grove of trees and 
the shelter of a Serai, whether planted or erected by M oo- 
saulmaun or Hindoo, must be equally prized and fre- 
quented by both. 



NOUR JUFFEIR KHAN. 

There is scarcely an eminence on the Bundelkhund 
bank of the Jumna, between Allahabad and Etawah, 
the limit of my veyi^e, that does not present the remains 
of some fortified place. The country is supposed to be one 
of the strongest in the world, every hill being table land, 
and from the great height and steepness of all, forming 
natural fortresses. The excessive loneliness of the river, ex- 
cepting in the close vicinity of Chilla Tarah Ghaut, and a 
few other populous places, affords a strong contrast to 
the gaiety of the passing scene on the Ganges; the number 
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of wild aiiimab to foe seen feeding in apparent secnrity 
en tiie shores of the Jumna, give also a savage air to the 
landscape. The ravines on dther ade are the dwdling 
places of hyenas, evolves, and other beasts of prey, while 
poronpines peramfonlate the sands, alligators foask upon 
the mud, and clouds of birds are to be seen in every 
directicm. 



a 



And wandering o'er the teeming plain 
White with the cotton's bursting podJ" 



The country on both sides of the Jumna abounds in 
cotton, sugar canes, millet and other kinds of grain in a 
rude state of cultivation ; shrubs covered with the nut 
which produces castor-oil spring spontaneously, and fur** 
nish food for lamps as well as the medicine so much 
prized in Europe. The indigo, which grows wild in the 
Doaab, is esteemed of as fine a quality as that which in 
other places is produced by the utmost care and attention 
of the planter. 

" And truly 'twas a gallant sight 
When issued forth the hunter train. 

It is scarcely possible to imagine any thing more 
picturesque than an Indian cavalcade, which presents a 
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pcomiscuoiis throng, compreliendtiig as many pedestrians 
as equestrians, clad in the most gaudy colours, and glitter- 
ing with silver and gold and burnished steel. The people 
on foot frequently surpass the riders in numbers, each 
liorseman being attended by a dismounted Syce or groom, 
who, when there is a vast multitude of persons assembled, 
carries a spear to prevent the collision of other chai^ers : 
added to these syces are vast numbers of attendants of 
various descriptions, who swell the trains of the great men 
of the party, and Ihey contrive to keep np with their 
' mounted companions throughout the day's journey or sport. 
The variety of animals which are put into requisition on 
these occasions, adds cousiderably to the singularity and 
gaiety of the scene — ^the stately elephant, with its housungs 
of scarlet and gold, its gilded howdah, surmounted by a 
glittering chattah, (umbrella) and its silver bells — ^the less 
dignified camel, with its head nodding high in the air, a 
strange kind of saddle on its arched bsu^k, whereon, per- 
chance two men are perched, and a jingling necklace de- 
corating its long neck — ^while every kind of steed, from 
the noble Arab to the shaggy tattoo or native pony, fig^ures 
off in the groupe, some of the former with their tails dyed 
of bright scarlet, their saddles inlaid with gold, their 
bridles and stirrups of silver, bearing riders attired in 
rich gold brocade, sparkling with gems, and gleaoHng 
with the many coloured shawls of Cashmere. 
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Or speeding to the lovely haunts 
The Nyl Ghau loves," 
The Nyl Ghau is an inhabitant of these districts^ which 
«bound in antelopes, deer, and every kind of game. 

" While others bear 
Encaged the spotted leopards, taught." 
Cheetahs, or hunting leopards, are still trained to the 
chase in Hindostan : yast numbers are kept at Bhurtpore, 
and at the courts of other native princes, for this purpose. 
Hawking is still more common : even the Rajahs, who, 
being Hindoos, are forbidden by their religion to shed 
blood, enjoy the sport with falcons taught to take the 
prey alive. 

** Fresh from the Jumna's sandy bed 
The gushing water-melons shed" 
The sands of the Jumna are famous for their water- 
melons. Citrons, shaddocks, oranges, mangos, pomegra- 
nates, plantains, custard apples, &c. &c. are the produc- 
tions of the gardens ; and preserved fruits of all kinds, 
Pbtachio nuts, fresh apples and grapes, are brought with 
more costly articles of merchandize by the wandering 
traders of Thibet, who traffic down the country as far as 
Benares and Patna* 
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McNaghten, Mrs. Captain, Etawah. 

McSherry, Captain, .30th N. L 

McKean, Ensign, 17th .N. I. 

McCousland, Lieutenant Wm* Subathoo. 

Methven, Lieutenant, .65th N. I. 

Mesurier, Le, Ensign, 6Jst N. !.•: 

Mhindy Ally. Khan, Bahadur, Futteh Gurh. . 

Minchin, Mrs. Calcutta. 

Miller, Lieut. 39th N. I. 

Montmorency, Lieut. De, 65th i^N. I. 

Moffat, Comet, Esq. 3rd Citvalry. 

Mowatt, Mrs. Cawnpore. 

Murray, Lieut. Col. Benares. 

Munro, Lieut. 39th N. I. 

Murray, N. Esq. Medl. Serv. 6th N. I. 

Neave, R. Esq. C. S. Shergatty. 
Neave, J. Esq. C. S. Ally Ghur* 
Neville, Captain, 11th Dragoonli. • 
Nelson, H. Esq. Saharunporev 
NicolsoU; Captain M. Jubbalpoi«« 
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Nicolson, T. J- Esq. 50ih N* I. 

jNisbet, Dr. M. Seetapoi>e« 

Nuwab Muiio2ar Obdoolah, F4itt6li Gtirh* 

Ogilvy, Wm. Esq. Collector, Bailalu 

O'Halloran, B. General, C B. Saogor. 

O'Halloran, Captain, A. D. C. Sawgori 

O'Halloran, Lieutenant, Wm. H. M. 38d| RagimeRt* 

O'Halloran, EnsigiL N. 19th N. I. 

O'Neill, Captain, 2 Copies, H. M. UHh Begt 

Ouseley, Mrs. J. Calcutta. - 

Ouseley, Capatin, J. A. PoL £• A« G, & Gbiungftbid. 

Fatton, Bragadier, C. B. Lucknow. 

Palmer, Major, 39th N. I, 

Parry, R. B. Esq. 3rd Cavalry. 

Parks, Wm. Esq. Allahabad. 

Parker, Lieu. Col. Artillery^ Cawnpore» 

Pemberton, Wm. Boileati, Esq. Siirv. Munaipove. 

Pemberton, Ensi|pi, 02«ld N. L 

Penrose, Ensign, 30th N. I. 

Pettingall, Captain, 39th N. L 

Playfair, Lieut. Col. 62nd N. L 

Prole, Captain, 3rd N. L 

Proby, Rer. J. C. Meerut, 

Prensep, James, Esq. BenareSr 




Ramsay, Lord, A. D. C. Calcutta 
Ramsay, Lieut. 8th N. !• 3 Copitf . 
Ramsay, Mrs. Captain, HaiiBie, . 
Ranken, Jame*, £aq, MedK £st« D^lbie. 
Ramsay, Wm, Lieut. Calcutta. . 
Reade, Lieut. 1st Cavalry. 
Revell, Lieut. Artillery. 
Ready, Lieut. 11th Dragoons. ^ 

Richardson, Ensign, % Copies^ 62ild N. !• 
Richardson, D. L. Esq. CaloEntt*. 
Ricketts, Miss, Lucknow. 
Rice, Lieut. J. 6th N. I. 
Rotton, Major, 11th Dra^ooof. 
Robinson, Lieut. 65th N* I. 
Roberts, Lieut. Col. 2nd Cavalry. 
Roberts, Captain, Horse Artillery. 
Ross, Captain, 18th N. I. 
Roxburgh, Lieut. 39lh N. L 
Russell, Ensign, 20th K. I. . . 
Rutherford, H. Esq. 



Salter, Captain, 2nd Cavalry. 

Scott, — Esq. C. S. Patna, . 

Seiveright, Mrs. Cawnpore. . . - 

Shelton, Lieut. Col. 2 Copies, H. M. 44Ul Itegt 

Shortreed, Lieut. £um. Regt. 
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Skinner, Lieut. 61st N. I. 

Sleigh, Brigadier, C. B. Cawnpore. 

Sleaman, Captain, P. A. A. G-. G. Jnbbalpore. 

Sleaman, M. Lieat J. A. A. G. G. Jubbalpore. 

Sleaman, Lieut. 73rd N. I. 

Smith, Lieut. 62nd N. I. . 

Smith, Captain Lucius, 6th Cavafay. 

Smithson, Mrs. Calcutta. . 

Smith, Lieut. Col. T. P. Jul>balpore. 

Smith, Captain, H. M. 44di B^ 

Smythe, £. Esq. C. S. Allahabad. 

Spry, Lieut. 24th N. I. 

Spry, Henry, Esq. 3rd Cayahry. 

Spiller, Major F. J. 8th Cavalry. 

Stone, Lieut. H. 49th N. I. 

Stuart, Lieut. H. M. 44th Bc^. 

Stevenson, Wm. Esq. Medl. Est. 

Stirling, Edward, Esq. C. S. Calcutta. 

Stevenson, Wm. Esq. M. D. Lucknow. 

Stockdale, W. H. Esq. Tirhoot. 

Steel, Ensign, 61st N. I. 

Stewart, Dr. Howrah. 

Stewart, Lieut. A. Eum. Begiment. 

Starke, Col. Horse Artillery. 

Sutherland, Captain, Calcutta. 

Sutherland, Mrs. Calcutta. 

Swetenham, Mrs. Shahjehanpore. 
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Taylor, J. Esq. Fotteh Gurh. 

Talbot, Lieut. 61st N. I. 

Tebbs, Ensign, 33rd N. I. 

Timins, Lieut. G. 34th N. I. 

Torckler, Lieut. P. Artillery, 3 Copies. 

Torckler, Lieut. W. Y. Calcutta, 3 Copies. 

Tottenham, Lieut. 3rd Cavalry. 

Troup, J. Rose, Esq. 36th N. I. 

Tripp, C. M. Esq. 36th N. I. 

Toulmin, Ensign T. 65th N. I. 

Todd, Lieut. E. D. Horse Artillery. 

Todd, H. Esq. 21st N. I. 

Tremenheare, Lieut. Engineers. 

Turner, Lieut. 61st N. I. 

Tucker, Ensign, 8th N. I. 

Turner, Lieut. G. 38th N. I. 

Urquhart, Lieut. 65th N. I. 

Vetch, G. A. Esq. 54th N. I. 
Yickars, Ensign, 52nd N. I. 

Walker, Lieut. Col. 65th N. I. 
Watkins, Captain, 62nd N. I. 
Watson, L. T. Esq. Ally Ghur. 
Walker, A. Esq. Mel. Est. Etawah. 
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Walker, Richard, Esq. C. $• Oh9ze«pore# 

Wade, Captain, PI. A. A. G. G. Loodiaiia* 

'\^'aide, Lieut. Col. T. 68th N. I. 

Wallace, Lieut. 39th N. I. 

Watson, Ensign, H* Europ^fto Regimett, , 

Wemyss, Mn^ Ca^nqporti' f. . 

Wellesley, Gerald, Esq. Cftlcutta. 

Wbish, Lieut. Col. Artillery. 

Wilson, Lieut. 4th N. I. 

Wilton, Captain, 4th N. I. . h^^ 

Wilkinson, Mrs. Tirhoot. 

Wilcox, Rd. Esq, Berhampooter. 

Whiteford, Lieut. 66th N. L 

Wight, Andrew, Esq, Calcutta.. 

Wymer, M^or, 61st N. I. 

Yates, Major, 2 Copies, 73rd N. I. 
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Agar, S. D. Esq. 55tli N. 1. 

Abans, Dunlop, Esq. Commercolly. 

Alves, N. Esq. 

Audry, Lieut. 55th N. I. <^ 

Apperley, Lieut. 4th Cav. 

Beatson, Major. .. .;;/a .,; •.: .«<.. * ,.. 

Bourdien, Mrs. Benares. 

Book Club, 9th N. I. 

Bracken, Wm. Esq. C. S. 

Brown, R. Esq. Surg. 1st N. I. Delhi. 

Brodie, Pat. Esq. H. M. 13th Regt. 

Bryce, Rev. Dr. 2 Copies. # 

Campbell, Lieut. 1st Cav. 

Caddy, Lieut. 70th N. I. 

Campbell, Lieut. 43d N. I. 

Christie, Lieut. Horse Artillery. 

Corri, Lieut. 54th N. I. 

Dacca Book Society. 

Dickson, Capt. A. C. Art. 

Dixon, Lieut. 43d N. I. 

D'Oyly, Lady, Patna. 

Duncan, Dr. Calpee, 

Erskine, Hon. Mrs. 

Finch, Mrs. Buxar: 

French, Mrs. Dacca. 
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FreeUi, Lieut 66th N. I. 

Friend, A. 6 Copies. 

Garbett, C. Esq. Baitoul 

Garrett, Lieut. 9th Cav. 

Hayes, Lady, Calcutta. 

Hamilton, Lieut. 0th Car. 

Heron, John, Esq. 

Huish, Capt. Dep. Com. Gen. 2 Copies. 

Jackson, C. Esq. C. S. 

Jackson, J. Esq. 

Johnson, Lieut. H. 26th N. I. 

J. N. Calcutta. 

Lang, D. Esq. 

Lang, A. Esq. 36th N. L 

Leyall, M. Esq. 

Liston, David, Esq. 

Library, 13th N. I. 

Marks, J. Esq. 

Macnaghten. Mrs. Calcutta. 

Macgregor, Col. S. A. Combe. 

Martin, Lieut. Eng. 

McGregor, Dr. Horse Art. 

Melville, Wm. Esq. 

Melville, Hon.—, C. S. 

Mills, Mrs. Pubnah. 

MuUins, Capt. 12th N. I. 
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Parker, H. M. Esq. Calcutta. 

Pattle, Major, 1st Cav. 

Plusker. Miss, 2 Copies. 

Pogson, Capt. Pay. Fam. Pea. Barrackpore. 

Ritchie, John, Esq. 

Roberts, Major, Cawnpore. 

Scott, A. Esq. 60th Regt. 

Seymour, Major, 26th N". I. 

Siddons, Cornet, 1st Cav. 

Simpson, Capt. 55th N. I. 

Smythe, Lieut. Eng. 

Smith, Mrs. Charles, Dacca. 

Smith, S. Esq. 

Spurgeon, A. C. Esq. Eur. Regt. 

Streng, Ensign, H. M. ISth Regt. 

Stewart, James, Esq. Calcutta. 

Steinforth, Fred. Esq. 

Thoresby, Capt. Benares. 

Yibart, Mrs. Bauleah. 

Warlow, Dr. Futtehpore, 3 Copies. 

Wilson, H. ilayman, Esq. Calcutta. 

Wright, Lieut. 26th N. I. 

Young, Col. 




ERRATA. 

Pi!Uf9 7, /sfM 14, for moping ape read mopping ape. 

20, — 19, — and fling to fling. 

- 62, — 17, — lowly river lovely river. 

I fi5, — 16, — lowlv scenes — - lovely scenes. 

62, — 6, — lovely mine lonely mine. 

79, — 22, — nightly rites mystic rites. 

80, ~ 13, — blessed be God —^ blessed be thy 6«d. 

93, — 17, — moOre deer's moose deer's. 

94, — 6, — a murderous a murderer's. 

98, — 7, — flood floods. 

126, — 16, — dishonours dishonour.^ 

129, — 16, — loose lose. 

— 173, — 5, — suggests suggest. 

175, — 7, — striken soul — stricken soul. 

180, — 14, — mossy tracks mossy trunks. 

192, — 10, — bettjr lessfm — bitter lesson. 

209, — 12,— nereiad Nereid. 

234, — 10, — last words — - cork woods. 
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